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THE 

COURTIER OF MISFORTUNE: 

A BONAPARTIST STORY. 



Captain Jean C(eurpreux, of the jth Algerian 
Spahis, having been sent to Paris with despatches 
from Marshal M'Mahon to Marshal Lebceuf, was in- 
vited to the last ball given at the Tuileries by Na- 
poleon IIL 

He was a man of about thirty, with a complexion 
the colour of leather, clipped haii that stood on end 
like bristles, and a full brown beard. His uniform 
was a light-blue loose-fitting jacket called a dolman, 
braided across the front with black silk frogs, and 
embroidered from the cuffs to within an inch of the 
shoulders with gold lace of three rows interwoven, 
His baggy trousers were scarlet; and he held in his 
hand a red kepi with the three rows of gold braid 



OF misfortune: 

which marked his grade, the Spahis having no other 
head-dress than a kepi even for gala occasions. On 
Cceurpreux's breast ghttered the ribbon and cross 
of the Legion of Honour, the yellow ribbon and 
pendant of the midailU mililaire, which proved he 
had risen from the ranks, and the three campaigning 
medals of the Italian, Cochin-China, and Mexican 
expeditions. Below these hung the white and blue 
ribbon and silver cross of Kus IX. and the medal 
of Mentana; also three other medals, two of silver 
and one of gold, attached to tricoloured ribbons, 
and showing that the Captain had three times in 
the coiurse of his career saved human lives. His 
muscular frame and smileless mien, the large size 
of the white gloves he wore, and the beard, which 
is the distinctive token of African service, all helped 
to mark a man who was no carpet soldier; and he 
looked embarrassed enough in the palace saloons, 
where he appeared to know not a soul, and where 
flitted before him, alert as dragon-flies, all the dandy 
officers of the crack corps — the Cent-Gardes in their 
azure tunics and gold aiglets, the Lancers of the 
Guard in Austrian white, the Guides in emerald and 
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gold, the Artillery of the Guard, the colour of whose 
unifonns was invisible for the mass of braiding that 
adorned them, and the whole host of State dignita- 
ries, from diplomatists and senators in blue and 
gilding to the prefects and deputies in black and 
silver. Pushed into a comer by this glittering throng, 
fearful of treading on the skirts of the ladies who 
streamed by him in a sea of silk and diamonds that 
made his head whirl, the Captain would evidently 
have felt much more at home in his saddle, hunting 
rebel Arabs, than in this place, to which the War 
Minister had procured him an invitation as a con- 
spicuous, though well- deserved, houour,* 

* The Sfakis arc the Dative cavalry of Algeria, as the Tumii are the 
native infantry: both are m j ir tly officered by f'reachcDcc; natives being 
resCncIed from lixiag above the mnk of lieutenant- The dolmatt ii the 
Eiimmer-jackel as disEinguishcd from \AnivUsse, which is worn in winter, 
and has Astrakan fur round the coUar and cuJ^. Some cf the Spahi regi- 

nov mar the Hght-blue jacket and icarlet irouseri. The yellov-tibboned 
ntldaHU miUlairi was instiluled by Napoleon III. as a minor decoratioa 
to the Legion of Honour. It is conferred on privalei and non-commis- 
sioned oncers as a first step towards (be other order, and carries with it a 
pension of £5 a year, just as the bw«Bt grade in the Legion of Honour 
carriu Tm the army, not for civilians) ^la. The mtdame mililairt is 
flometimes conferred on field- marshals and generals when Lhey have at- 
tained to the highest rank, that of Giau' 
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Yet leaning in a comer of the noble Salle des 
Marfchaux, where he had been hemmed in, the 
Captain cast his serious blue eyes about him as if 
he were in search of somebody. Twelve years be- 
fore this ball, and when he was but a quick-hearted 
boy of eighteen, he had fallen in love with a girl as 
beautiful as sunlight and a year less than his own 
age. He was thought too young to marry then; be- 
sides which, though a gentleman, he had no money 
to expect; so the girl's parents and his own had cut 
the courtship short, and told him to dismiss all ideas 
of it, and for ever. He protested at first, but find- 
ing resistance vain, had enlisted to tiy and banish a 
passion which could lead to nothing. Soon after, he 
heard that Mdlle. Violette Despr^s, the young lady 
in question, had been married to a sub-prefect, who 
subsequently became a full prefect — one M. de Cri, 
twenty years older than herself, an active placeman 
and a loyal. Cceurpreux had never seen her since, 
for most of his time had been spent in warfare; and 
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: A BONAPARTIST STORY. 1 3 

when he came to France on furlough, it was only 
for a few occasional weeks, which he dutifully de- 
voted to his family. But now, having no one to 
speak to him, he glanced at eveiy face that passed, 
half- die ading, yet moved by a curious anxiety, to 
see the woman whom he had never forgotten nor 
could forget; the loves of some soldiers being 
strangely deep and constant. He had ascertained 
that day that M. de Cri was in Paris, angling for 
promotion after his wont, and he thought it probable 
that his wife might be at this court ball. Had a 
sui^eon laid his stethoscope on Captain Cceurpreux's 
heart, he would have heard it beat like a boy's. So 
much for the man who had stared death a hundred 
times out of countenance, and was called the Hon 
of his regiment! 

The rooms continued to fill. Officers and digni- 
taries poured in faster and faster; the press of ladies 
became a crush; and presently, the Empress, seated 
under a canopy at the further end of the room, ob- 
served this officer standing by himself, so grave and 
unnoticed. No sovereign ever better discharged her 
duties of hostess than this august lady, as gentle as 



14 THE COURTIER OF MISFORTUNE: 

she was amiable, as queenly as she was fair; so she 
turned to the Emperor, and inquired who was yonder 
Spahi, so medalled and decorated. Napoleon, per- 
haps dreaming of the recent plebiscite, about which 
he had just been conversing with M. Emile Ollivier, 
sedate in his sheen spectacles and black whiskers, 
referred the question to the Duke de Bassano, the 
Grand Chamberlain, who, of course, knowing nothing 
of the matter, asked Marshal Lebceuf , then standing 
by his side. The War Minister came forward, and 
in that well-modulated voice which made him the 
first of courtier soldiers, summed up the Captain's 
history in twenty words. Wounded in Italy, wounded 
in Mexico, Cceurpreux had conquered every step in 
his rise at the sword's point His last achievemegt 
was the capture of two Arab chiefs and three villages 
with a troop of fifty horse — that is, at odds of some- 
thing like ten to one. The Governor General of Al- 
geria had sent him to Paris, that he might himself 
bear the tidings of the action in which he was the 
hero, "and with your Majesty's leave," added the 
Marshal, "I intended submitting Captain Cteurpreux's 
name for promotion to the rank of chef d'escadron. 
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and for advancement in the Legion of Honour." 
The Emperor thanked him, and the Marshal re- 
treated. 

Thereon the observant Duke de Bassano whis- 
pered to Viscount Laferri^; and this courtly Vice- 
Chamberlain, having a key embroidered on his coat, 
glided through the crowds with the expertness of a 
well-bred eel, and, smiling as he bowed, asked Cap- 
tain Coeurpreux whether he should And him a part- 
ner. The Captain would much rather not have 
danced, for he had grown rusty in this science, and 
the offer made him redden. But he regarded a 
vice-chamberlain somewhat as a superior officer, and 
further reflected that if people were invited to balls, 
it was presumably to the end that they might dis- 
port themselves. Accordingly he drew up his collar, 
cleared his throat, and followed M. de Lafeiri^e 
with an erect stride, as if he were being told off for 
outpost duty. The Viscount did not take him far. 
He hesitated a single moment which side he should 
turn, then made straight for a lady dressed in lilac 
silk and surrounded by a circle of admirers two 
deep. She seemed used to be worshipped, and, 
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flirting her fan, warded off with short laughs, glances, 
and tosses of her pretty head, the ready compliments 
of her bevy, composed of attaches, subalterns of the 
Guard, and budding Councillors of State. But at 
sight of the bronzed soldier this young troop fell 
back, and M. de Laferri^e, always smiling, said — 

"Madame, allow me to introduce to you an officer 
who begs the honour of your acquaintance; Mdme, 
de Cri, Captain Cteurpreux." 

It was singulaj that the chamberlain should have 
led him direct like that to the woman whom his own 
keen eyes had been unable to discern — the woman 
whose image had shone upon him from many a 
beacon-fire, lit up many a cloudy night, nerved him 
to more brave deeds than might ever have been 
reckoned to his glory had he not been animated 
during every day and hour of twelve long years with 
the thoughts of his first and only love. But perhaps 
the image he had enshrined in his heart was that of 
the young girl as he had first known her, with her 
virginal face and simple attire, and it was this that 
had prevented him from recognising her as she was 
then — not less fair, but of completer beauty. At all 
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events, the recognitioa was prompt enough now; and 
there was not a lineament in those features, so' often 
seen in dreams, awake or sleeping, but seemed to 
him embellished by time. He faltered out a request 
for the next waltz, in a thick voice that struggled 
vainly to be distinct, and he found himself trembling 
as he had never done in danger or trouble since the 
day they had last parted. 

Madame de Cri blushed, though very slightly, 
and remarked that it was a long time since they 
had met But this was all, for Strauss's band sud- 
denly struck up Metra's False de Roses, and Mdme. 
de Cri, forgetting or unheeding a promise made to 
another partner, stood up with Creurpreux. He en- 
circled her waist with his arm, she rested one of her 
small hands on his shoulder, casting a wondering 
look the while at the rows of medals on his breast, 
and they whirled together into the maze. But why 
should the bravest of men have been so poor a 
dancer? There is not much waltzing in Algeria, nor, 
had there been, was Cceurpreux the man to care for 
it. He had held his own once in ball-rooms along 
with the best; but this was when Violette Despr^s 

FrtiukPutum (StiandStritsl. 11. I 
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used to be bis partner, and he had had none since. 
His arm tightened round her lithe form; he felt her 
soft breath on his face, and his honest brain spun 
round like a wheel. The polished habituates of the 
Tuileiies, accustomed to gyrate gracefully on a few 
yards of space, had never seen a man spin about in 
this fashion, and several couples skipped out of his 
way with alacrity. It was the best thing they could 
do, for the Captain crashed through the rest as if 
tbey were paper hoops, though he took care some- 
how that his own shoulders should be the rams, and 
that his partner should turn unharmed. Character- 
istically he had omitted to take off his sword, and 
ignored the drawing-room art of balancing himself 
in such wise that it should hang perpendicular. It 
was no toy either, this weapon, but a huge cavalry 
sabre, which knew the taste of blood, and clanked 
noisily as if excited, sweeping round at right angles 
with its owner, entangling itself in crtpt di Chine 
skirts, and ripping therein gaps a foot wide. Deso- 
late wails sprang up on the headlong Spahi's path, 
and Mdme. de Cri felt that he had lost all control 
over bis pace. "I — I think we had better stop," she 
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murmured, growing aiiraid. But Coetirpreux could 
not have halted had he wished it. He had scattered 
most of the other dancers as effectually as a run- 
away charger might a flock of sheep; and he only 
kept his balance by the force of motion as a teeto- 
tum does. Unluckily, too, there was one waltier 
who had not noticed him. A Carabinier captain, 
six feet high and a centaur in breadth of limb, came 
revolving in an opposite direction. "Take care!" 
cried the Carabinier's partner — a countess, fraU as a 
feather, who perceived the danger; but CcEurprcux 
was already upon them. He bumped like a shell 
full upon the Carabinier, and the two couples reeled 
asunder from the shock. The Carabinier righted 
himself instantly, being adept; but Cceuipreux had 
only just time to disengage himself from his partner, 
so as not to involve her in his fall, and floundered 
heavily to the ground, making an unholy clatter with 
his scabbard, and imprinting his two spurs into the 
slippery flooring clean as gimlets. 

Despite the Imperial presence, a titter broke out 
amid the mnttered imprecations of those who had 
had their toes trodden on, and the Captain bade 
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fair to be branded to all time as tlie lout who bad 
made sucli a figure of himself at the Tuileries. But 
quick as kindness, a hand was extended to the 
fallen man, who grasped it not knowing whose it 
was, scrambled to his feet by its means, and stood 
crestfallen and giddy before the Emperor. It was 
at the Emperor's feet he had rolled; it was the Em- 
peror who raised him. 

"Commandant," said Napoleon, in the tones 
which those who once beard him speak could never 
remember without emotion, "this is the second time 
I have seen you fall — the first was by my side on 
the field of Magenta." Then turning to Madame de 
Cri, while the laughers around lapsed silent and 
converged their gaze with surprise on the quivering 
soldier: "Madame, a man may be pardoned for 
missing his footing in a ball-room, who has kept it 
so often and so well in posts of danger. But Com- 
mandant Cceurpreux will owe you a raianche, and 
as he belongs Irom this day to my regiment of 
Guides, he will have many opportunities of proving 
to you in this very room that a gallant heart can 
always retrieve ill-fortune." 



A general picked up and restored to the new 
Commandant a medal of his that he had dropped; 
and Cffiurpreux bent low without a word before his 
Sovereign. What indeed could he have said? To 
save a man from ridicule and exalt him to be the 
admiration of a thousand people who were disposed 
to laugh him to scorn, is not a service to be repaid 
by words; and Coeurpreux felt simply too much 
moved to speak. The crowds parted in two respect- 
ful rows to right and left of him, as he gave his 
arm to Madame de Cri, and flattering murmurs 
buzzed their music In his ears, making of his 
progress a triumphal march. The ladies forgave 
him for their torn skirts, and eyed him with com- 
placency; the men bore no rancour for their grazed 
elbows or bruised feet; and the Carabinier captain, 

.who had been inclined to resent his clumsiness with 
a scowl, offered him a smirking ^ology, now that 
Cceurpreux was promoted over his head and was a 
man to be courted among men. And Madame de 
Cri, what did she say or do? As her partner con- 
ducted her to her place, he was aware of an arm 

-trembling upon his; and iriien she was seated and 
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he vestured a few words, not very firm or coherent, 
in apology for his mishap, it did not escape him 
that her agitation exceeded his own. It is perhaps 
not a bad world where the trials of twelve years 
can be effaced by a moment's joy: for Cceurpreux 
felt he would have suffered twelve years more to be 
repaid at the end with another such glaace as 
Violette cast upon him when she muttered: "I 
had not heard of your dangers and triumphs; I 
hope you will come and tell me about them your- 
self 

"Yes, we most sincerely hope Comoiandaat 
Cceuipreux will do us the pleasure to call," inter- 
vened a personage who hurried up, looking like a 
yellow grasshopper. He bad not much hair, but a 
riband round his neck, and an open mouth that 
seemed to dribble words as if it had a leak in it. 
"We shall always be deUghted to see you, Com- 
mandant. We are staying at the Grand H6tel pend- 
ing my transfer to a livelier prefecture, I trust, than 
thiU which I now hold. But I am come with orders 
from her Majesty. The Empress desires that you 
shall be a guest at her supper-table, in order that 
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she may pin the officer cross of our Order to your 
coat with her own hand." 

The glow had faded from Violette's cheek, and 
she had turned sUghtly pale at the arrival of this 
intruder. 

"Commandant," she said in an abashed voice, 
"my husband — M. de Cri." 



M. de Cri belonged to a family who had housed 
and fed themselves out of the pubhc taxes ever 
since the great Revolution, and perhaps before it, 
which proves once again that revolutions and reforms 
are synonymous. Whatever befel kings, the family 
of De Cri remained where they were, and they were 
always in fitst-rate places; so that now and then, 
when a Frenchman who had helped to overturn a 
throne came to a pubhc office and found a De Cri 
there as if nothing had happened, he was inclined 
to marvel whether his revolution had been of much 
use; which marvel was well grounded. The Cris 
were of course cousms by marriage and sworn 
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brothers in all else to the great house of Jobus, who 
also cluDg to their posts through all wind and 
weather. If it had been computed what sums in 
gold those two valuable tribes had sucked out of 
the Treasury since they had first put their lips to 
the national udder, one would have reached a total 
which could have sufficed to gild eveiy house-top, 
window-sill, and rain-pipe in France, to say nothing 
of all the mile-stones from Havre to Marseilles; and 
if it had been reckoned what they had done for 
their country in return for these payments, a mass 
of written paper might have been accumulated suf- 
ficient to light the kitchen-fires of Europe for a 
score of years and the cigars of Christendom to all 
eternity. As it was, the buttermen, tobacconists, 
and grocers of France wrapped all their wares in 
printed forms filled up by members of the Cri and 
Jobus connections, so that it cannot be contended 
these families were either useless or unprofitable in 
their generation. They fared plenteously, and, when 
their individual constitutions would admit of it, were 
sleek. It did not do to offend them, for they were 
naturally convinced that all things in France were 
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theirs, and they could make their displeasure felt as 
effectively as a swarm of drones can. As there was 
not a coat upon a Cri or Jobus' back but had been 
paid for by the public, they missed no occasion of 
declaring how greatly the public were beholden to 
them. And it is fair to add that if the public oc- 
■«asionally evinced a different opinion, there was no 
want of moralists who asserted that we live in a 
-thankless age.* 

M. Nepos Lemargeux Desfonds de Cri, Violette 
Despr^s' husband, bad been allotted his share in the 
budget at an early age. His father holding a post 
of emolument, it had been frankly conceded that 
his son was entided to do the same; and, further, 
that this post ought to be a lucrative one, for, as 
we all know, the great Revolution abolished heredi- 
tary privileges. So young de Cri got a sub-prefect- 
ship, just as his father before him had obtained one 
because his father had enjoyed such a sinecure when 
sub-prefectships were first invented. Young de Cri 
was not pleased with his first appointment, because 
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thete was not enough pay to it, itcd, as a general 
rule, M. de Cri never was pleased, nor, at heart, 
were the different Ministers who promoted him, for 
there was not one of them but felt that, if half the 
Mint should be poured into M. de Cri's cash-bag, 
such a reward would not be in excess of that faith- 
ful servant's deserts. Whenever a Home Minister 
came to grief, one of the first trains following the 
catastrophe brought M. de Cri into Paris; and an- 
other train soon after bore him out of the capital, 
with a patent of promotion signed and sealed in 
his coat-pocket. He visited the metropolis as ordi- 
naty folk do a kitchen-garden — to pick fruit there; 
and in the course of his official changes had been 
moved about the land like a chessman, displacing 
in his onward march many a humble pawn, who, 
being either inoffensive, or hard-working, or content 
with his lot, was oaturalty deprived of his emolu- 
ments on the first convenient opportunity. M. de 
Cri was honoured with the esteem and confidence 
of all out of whom he had ever cozened favour 
from the Emperor in person down to the lowest 
clerk in the Home Office, presumably some relative 
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of his own. M. Rouher knew faim, so did M. de 
Persigny; M, de Lavalette accounted him a blame- 
less functionary, and M. Chevandier de Valdrdme 
was full of his praises. If M. Conti, his Majesty's 
Secretary, had been asked to mention an indis- 
pcEsable official, he would have named M. de Cri; 
and if M. Emile Ollivier had been sounded as to 
who was the fitting man to be entrusted with a post 
involving a substantial receipt of public monies, he 
would have pronounced M. de Cri to be that fitting 
man beyond all doubt Nor was the reason of this ' 
far to seek, for M. de Cri had followed throughout 
his life a rule which cannot be too universally com- 
mended: — he had never left to another the task of 
blowing his own trumpet. His own trumpet was 
an instrument he carried about with him, always 
ready for use, and he never allowed it to grow rusty. 
If men would but bugle their merits as M. de Cri 
did, pitching his notes now loud, now with soft 
melodiousness, according to the mood of his listener, 
this earth would oBer a concert of sweet sounds 
indeed. 

Now a fortnight or so after the ball at the 
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Tuileries, M. de Cri returned to his lodgings at the 
Grand H6tel, elate at having obtained his promotion 
from a second to a first class prefectship, but pensive 
in another respect — which other respect was Com- 
mandant Cceuipreux. The fact is, when a man like 
CcEurpreux, having neither kith nor kin in a Govern- 
ment office, or indeed anything at all to recom- 
mend him, save his own bravery, is suddenly raised 
to a brilliant post by an act of sovereign prerogative, 
he upsets a whole series of thoughtful plans, devised 
for the good of the world by the real masters of the 
State, who are the Government underlings, and he 
jostles out of the way Jobuses, Oris, and their 
hangers-on without number. It is true that by po- 
pular fiction an Emperor is supposed to rule and 
dispense honours; but this is purely a fiction, for it 
is the Cris and Jobuses who rule; it is they who 
dispense honours, and they render unto each man 
according to his deserts, after laws of their own as 
immutable as those that went to work on Daniel. 
Thus, for a man like Cceurpreux there is no stint 
of dignities, but they must be of the proper sort 
that fit him. Let him be advanced, by all means, 
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and sent into inaTching regiments to fight Arabs, 
and, if Heaven so wills it, be knocked on the head. 
But the leading commands in crack regiments like 
the Guides, and, indeed, all snug military, as all 
civil berths generally, where there is no work to be 
done and plenty of plums to be gathered, these are 
the rightful appanages of the Cris and Jobuses, and 
ought on no account to be interfered with. Captain 
de Cri-Hurlant had been confidently awaiting the 
commandantship which Coeurpreux- had got, a Lieu- 
tenant Jobus had been expecting Cri-Hurlant's 
vacancy, and a Sub-Lieutenant Jobus-Cri had made 
perfectly sure of stepping into the shoes which 
Lieutenant Jobus abandoned. These were combina- 
tions which ought not to have been roughly set 
aside, the less so, as this new commandant was not 
one of your decent speakers, who keep a civil tongue 
between their teeth, and have the grace to attribute 
to the Jobuses and Cris whatever good-luck may 
befall them with or without the assistance of these 
worthies. He was a grumbler, after the manner of 
the Algerian officers, whose allowance is that which 
the monkey got He thought there were abuses at 
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the War Office, and used to say so in Africa; lie 
would probably discover there were abuses in the 
Guides, and bawl the fact in the Emperor's bearing. 
This was altogether undesirable — in fact, quite ob- 
noxious to contemplate; and when M. Nepos L6- 
margeux Desfoads de Cri went to get his letter of 
appointment at the Home Office, he was told by his 
relatives there how greatly agitated and ruffled were 
the feelings of the War-Ofifice Jobuses and Cris. 
They had deferred making out Cceurpreux's com- 
mission, in the hope that his Majesty might recon- 
sider his promise, and post the Commandant to 
active service again; and to this end they had 
spared no pains to impress upon bis Majesty that 
Coeurpreux was a disaffected sort of subject, a 
reformer, a man who disapproved of guard regi- 
ments, and who had even at sundry times expressed 
himself in no becoming terms of the Imperial dy- 
nasty. Unfortunately, Napoleon had a weakness for 
keeping the promises he made; and as the Jobuses 
and Cris were aware (they are somehow aware of 
everything) that Afdme. de Cri, tUe Despris, had 
been formerly acquainted with Cceurpreux, they be- 
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sought Prefect de Cri that Madame might nse her 
influence on the Commandant, so that he might 
voluntarily forego his squadron in the Guides, and 
petition of his own accord to be sent warring again, 
in this case there would be a commandantship iii 
Cochin-China that would suit hira admirably. The 
Cochin- Chinese were not yet subdued, and if Coeur- 
pteux survived maish fevers, dysenteiy, and poisoned 
arrows, he might get his colonelcy almost as soon 
as by staying in Europe. 

So when M. de Cri entered his drawing-room, 
whidi was a smart one on the first floor, looking out 
on to the Place de I'Opera, he said to his wife, who 
had been dividing her forenoon equally between a 
novel of M. Ars^ne Houssaye and a fashion-book 
from Worth's — 

"My dear, has that Commandant Coeurpreux 
(Called since the otlier night?" 

"Yes, twice;" and Violette bent over one of Mr. 
Worth's notions of a plain morning dress — fifty 
guineas without the trimming. 

"Were yon alone with him?" 

Viotette cast a jnizzled look at her husband, 
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and slightly coloured — "No; there were several 
visitors both times." 

M. de Cri seemed disappointed, and took up his 
position next the mantel-shelf, with his coat-tails 
lifted under his arms, and his hands in his trousers' 
pockets — a graceful and well-known attitude. 

"My dear, I have the utmost confidence in your 
diplomatic powers, and I want you to try them on 
this kind of petted savage, who I believe was at- 
tached to you in bygone times. In a moment of 
heedless generosity, the Emperor conferred on him 
a post far too good for such a man as he. It leads 
to equerryships and all sorts of things. We must 
get him to drop it" And M. de Cri explained to 
his wife the little machination on which all the 
Jobuses and Cris had set their patriotic wits and 
their hopes. 

Violette listened in silence at first, whilst she 
was recovering from the start which her husband's 
question had caused her; but when she perceived 
the drift of M. de Cri's request, an indignant flush 
mounted to her face. She was a frivolous lady, as 
a woman cannot well help being who is mated to a 
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gentleman like M. de Cri. Her mairied life had 
been made up of dressing and amusemenl, chastened 
by a little fashionable devotion in Passion Week; 
and what hours she could spare between the calls 
of society and those of her toilet-table she mostly 
passed in blushing over the novels of M, Houssaye, 
or in shedding a few refreshing tears over those of 
M. Octave Feuillet, But at sight of Jean Cceurpreux's 
honest features, she had felt all that was good in 
her young life revive, as flowers shrunk by rain may 
do at the first return of sun-warmth. He had 
breathed to her not a word that her husband might 
not have heard; but who is the wotnan that needs 
to be told of what is in a man's heart? Since she 
had seen Cceurpreux come back to her afl:er twelve 
years' absence, with the unalterable look he had 
worn in bidding her good-bye, she had thought of 
him alone, more perhaps than was quite safe. 

"Do you mean to say," she exclaimed slowly, 
but with a hot flush, "that you wish M. Cceurpreux 
to renounce his post, in order that the Emperor 
may suspect him of ingratitude, and let him be sent 
out of France again?" 

Frt^h Finturu (SeconJ Strial. 11. 3 
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"Yes; that is exactly it," answered M. de Cri 
briskly, and quite unobservant of the flush. "If this 
Spabi seems to make light of his appointment to 
the Guides, the Emperor will think the man has 
some crotchet about household brigades, and offer 
no impediment to his being posted elsewhere. Then 
Cri-Hurlant will get the squadron." 

"I never heard such an odious thing in my life," 
ejaculated Violette, almost crying from humiliation. 
"Why, M. Coeuipreux is the soul of courage and 
loyalty, and you wish to damage him in favour of a 
man who has never done anything but lead 
quadrilles at court balls — a puppy whom I can 
never look at with common patience." 

M. de Cri opened his mouth, and stared with a 
panic of astonishment 

"You appear to forget Cri-Hurlant is my cousin !" 

"And what of that?" retorted Violette, flashing 
scorn from her eyes; "he is not worthy to be the 
groom of the man to whom you grudge this poor 
litde piece of Imperial bounty, because he appears 
to be friendless! Oh, it is cruel and shameful, and 
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1 should esteem myself the lowest of women if I 
were to do what you have asked me." 

M. de Cri's physiognomy changed to an ashen 
colour that was by no means picturesque. He let 
fall his coat-tails, drew his hands from his pockets, 
and rubbed his fingers together quietly. 

"I beg to observe that I was this morning ap- 
pointed Prefect of the Haute-Seine, and there is no 
reason whatever why, if I play my cards well, I 
should not soon be in the Senate, and perhaps the 
Cabinet. My relations have always been kind to 
me, and I am bound to stand by them, especially 
as in this instance Cri-Hurlant is only waiting for 
his squadron in the Guides to make a. rich marriage. 
Besides" (and here M. de Cri drew himself up with 
a pompousness that was pretty droll), "I believe 
this man Cceurpreux would be dangerous to the 
Emperor's service. He is an innovator, perhaps a 
repubHcan in disguise. He carps at the Govern- 
ment — such persons have been known to desert to 
the rabble in times of rebeUion." 

"Ah! this is too much!" cried Vioiette, trembling 
from head to foot, and with one of those stinging 
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laughs with which women can goad a husband to 
fury, "Why, I have been informed you were a re- 
pubhcan yourself when you wished to retain a post 
under the republic, and a royalist when you were 
first made a sub-prefect by Louis Philippe." 

M, de Cri broke out with something very like 
an oath, and turned a flaming visage upon his 
wife. 

"I am not here to be taunted by you as to any 
passage in my life, nor to hear your judgment on it. 
You wiU do as I tell you, or else," added he with 
significant emphasis, "I shall conclude you have 
reasons for shielding this soldier which no honest 
woman would care to avow." 

What answer M. de Cri might have received to 
this chivalrous thrust there is no saying, but per- 
haps it was well for him that at this juncture a 
waiter knocked at the door and came in announcing 
"Commandant Cteurpreux." 

The prefect's countenance underwent a rapid 
transformation, and he rushed forward to receive his 
visitor with his usual gush of affabiUty and garru- 
lousness. "How do you do, my dear Commandant? 
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delighted to see youl What a difference you must 
find betneen our climate and the delicious summerE 
of Africa! I declare it looks as if it were going to 
rain again. But I am afraid I must leave you, hav- 
ing an appointment at the Home Office. Mdme. 
de Masseline is going to call for Mdme. de Cri by 
and by, to take her to the Picture Exhibition, and I 
daresay you will fill my place, and act as their 
cavalier. The ladies could not be in better hands." 
He wrung Cceurpreux's fingers with most affec- 
tionate cordiality, sketched a smile to his wife, 
and was gone. Ctfiuipreux and Violette were 
alone. 

The Commandant was changed in appearance 
since the ball. He shone in civilian's dress, and 
had shaved off his beard, wearing now only the 
waxed moustache and imptriale cA the Guard. In 
his button-hole was a rosette instead of a plain 
ribbon, and though it would have been impossible 
not to recognise him for a soldier by his drilled 
gait and the military cut of his clothes, he was got 
up with that careful neatness and good taste which 
marks a French gentleman of the best school 

, Goo<^lc 



38 THE COURTIER OF JflSFORTUNE: 

He took a seat beside the sofa on which Violette 
sat, and noticed that ^e was nearly overcome with 
emotion. A burning flush overspread her features, 
and her manners were almost hysterical. 

"Tell me. Commandant," she said, beginning 
the conversation feverishly, "are you gazetted yet?" 

"No, I am still waiting." 

"And why, since the Emperor promised you your 
appointment before the whole court?" 

Cosurpreux smiled gently and gave a true French 
shrug, 

"The Emperor reigns, but does not rule. There 
are fonnalities to be accomplished, papers to be 
signed, and I believe there are moments when a 
signature costs a War Office clerk as much as if it 
were wrung from him with a thumbscrew, I am 
not a favourite with those gentlemen; and if they 
could find some impediment to my getting on 
in the world, they would sleep a happy night all 
round." 

Violette put her lace handkerchief to her mouth 
and bit it distractedly in a torment of hesitation. 

"Do not be offended at what I am going to ask 



A BONAPARTIST STORY. 39 

you," she faltered. "Is it true that you are a Re- 
publican?" 

The officer recoiled and turned red as if he had 
been accused of a dishonourable action. 

"Since I enlisted to drive away a sorrow which 
I then thought curable," he said, in a grave tone of 
pain, "I have had one benefactor, whose name has 
been connected with every rise that has made me 
what I am. When my first epaulette was given me, 
it was in the Emperor's name; when I received the 
cross of honour for services far too slight to deserve 
such a dignity, I was told that the Emperor had 
with his own hand written my nomination on the 
margin of the despatch in which my unworthy 
claims were submitted to him. The other night, 
when my awkwardness was nearly covering me with 
well-merited ridicule, you saw how he saved me, 
and you heard what he said. It would be trivial to 
declare I would die for the Emperor — that is no 
more than my duty; but if by going barefooted and 
hungry I could save him a pang, if by sacrificing all 
I have now and all my prospects to come I could 
relieve him from an annoyance, however sU^t, I 
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would do it, and deem myself happy at being able 
to acknowledge a debt which is more than I can 
ever pay." 

Violette was crying. 

"Then you have enemies," she sobbed — "false 
and heartless enemies, who are maligning you," 
She gave way during a few minutes to a paroxysm 
of grief, which shook her whole frame, and which 
she was utterly unable to repress. Coeuipreux sat 
by, amazed and silent, whilst beads of perspiration 
pearled on his forehead, and his eyes fastened, 
with an expression of anxiety impossible to rendw, 
on the woman who was all in all to him, and 
whose uncontrollable anguish was occasioned solely 
by fears for his sake. He rose noiselessly, sank on 
one knee, and drew one of her hands within his. 

"Violette, thank you for those tears," he mur- 
mured, with deep feeling. "Do you not think I 
bless my enemies with all my might for this unex- 
pected happiness they have given me?" 

Violette disenga|;ed her hand from his, and 
struggled pitifully with herself for a moment 

"You must go, Jean," she wailed in alarm, and 
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Bbutting out the sight of him with her hands. "I 
thoaght you would forget me — and oh! if I could 
have foreseen this day! but it is too late — mis- 
fortune hangs over us, and you must go away. Do 
not face the malice of these men; they would find 
means to break your heart, for I know of what things 
they are capable; and besides, if you remained near 
the court, we might see each other, and this cannot 
— this must not be. No, you must go away far — 
not abroad, where you would be in battles and 
danger again; but there must be regiments in France, 
to which you might be sent without exciting any 
one's jealousy. But you must leave me, for you see 
I am weak, and" . . . Sobs choked her utterance 
again, and she averted her head from him, buiying 
it on a pillow and convulsed in her agony. 

"I ask you so little, Violette, and to see you 
occasionally would be such a gladness," muttered 
Cceuipreux in a broken voice, standing over her. 

"No, nol" and here she rose with an effort, 
clasped her hands, and with streaming eyes im- 
plored him: "Save me from myself, Jean, I entreat 
you — on your honour." 

-""Sic 
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"Good-bye, then," he faltered with a great throb 
at his heart, and he drew her to him rapidly, kissed 
her, and fled. 

But he did not go to the War Office to re- 
nounce his commission to the 2nd Guides, for that 
afternoon it was too late, and by the time he went 
next day some kind Iriends had saved him all. 
trouble on that head. The court were at St. Cloud, 
and in the evening one of those beings whose pri- 
vilege it is to come quite near to the ear of royalty 
— and what a noble use they make of that privilege 1 
— remarked that his Majesty was never tired of 
combating his detractors with good gifts. Napoleon 
inquired what detractors; and the Empress, who 
was examining with Princess Metternich an album 
of which the Prince Imperial turned the leaves, 
raised her soft eyes anxiously, wondering, maybe, 
when the tongues of detractors would tire. The 
Being then explained that M. Cceurpreux, who 
would soon have the honour of commanding three 
troops of their Majesties' bodyguards, was a curious 
sort of man, most brave, and all that, but wrong- 
headed, a grognard of the politico-militaiy species 
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— rather perilous, and with add eoougb in him to 
turn the whole 2nd Regunent of Guides sour. For 
instance, whilst quartered at Coostantine two years 
ago, he used to take in the Lanterne, and read it 
aloud after dinner to his brother ofiScers, dilating 
much as he went on the humour of M. Rochefort; 
whereat Napoleon frowned, for M. Rochefmt was 
just then cooling his humour in prison, and was no 
very welcome topic at court evenings. The Being 
proceeded to state that the projected appointment 
of M. Cceurpreux had excited great admiration on 
all sides, as illustrating once again the inexhaustible 
benevolence of his Majesty, but that, singularly 
enough, the Commandant himself was the only man 
who seemed nowise enchanted by it He had a 
mean opinion of Guard regiments, laughed at them, 
and thought the Spahis much better. He bad said, 
sneering, that with a troop of mounted negroes he 
would put the entire Cavalry of the Guard to flight, 
and dispose of the Infantry afterwards. There was 
no question, however, that he was brave to rashness; 
that is, to a fault 

Now a sovereign may well Uke to reward valour, 
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and yet be excused for not desiriug to have about 
him a man who would turn his pet regiment sour: 
BO the Emperor said calmly — 

"I thought to do Commandant Cceurpreux a 
kindness by putting him in the Guides; but if he 
prefer some other corps, let him have his way." 
And at this the Empress, who had lost interest in 
the album, heaved a little sigh of relief, as though 
to say, "Only fancy, if this wiong-headed Com- 
mandant had come and arrested us all at early 
morning, like the officer on guard did poor Prince - 
Couza at Bucharest!" or as a lady of humble sphere 
might have expressed it, "What an escape we have 
had of all being murdered in our beds!" 

However, the Emperor, who perhaps recalled 
Cteurpreux's manly face, and the warm things that 
had been written of him by Marshal M'Mahon, ex- 
pressed the wish that the Commandant should be 
well provided for, and took the same occasion to 
ask who would get this post in the Guides which 
M, Cceurpreux disdained? The Being deferentially 
submitted that Captain de Cri-Hurlanl was a chival- 
rous warrior, and deeply devoted to their Imperial 
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Majesties, and tie indicated by a glance the wanioi 
in question, who was courageousi]' revolving a 
stereoscope for the two Mcsdemoiselles d'Albe, the 
Empress's graceful nieces. The Emperor said no- 
thing, but before another day had passed there was 
balm for the whole tribe of the Jobuses and the 
CrisT Captain de Cri-Hurlant had the squadron, 
Lieutenant Jobus got the captaincy, Sub-Lieutenant 
Jobus-Cri walked into the lieutenantship, and a 
Jobus-Huriant, just out of St Cyr, gained possession 
of the cometcy — whereupon the world set to going 
round again, as if it had not been temporarily, and 
most in felicitously, put out of course. 

As for Cceurpreux, he presented himself at the 
War Office in uniform on the day following his visit 
to Violette, and afler waiting no more than an hour 
and a quarter in an ante-room, was admitted to the 
presence of a Jobus clerk, permanent, of course, 
and irresponsible. There he learned all that was 
good for him to know; namely, that he was not to 
have the commission he had been promised; but the 
Jobus-clerk added blandly, that he would get some- 
thing else some day or other, when his Excellency 
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the Minister should have time to think about him. 
This high and mighty derk, who may have stood 
five feet tliree allowing his boots to count, was con- 
descending enough to patronise such poor folk as 
this Coeurpreux, who had done nothing but help 
win half-a-hundred battles or so, and he loftily 
waved his paw to him in token that he might 
depart 

But Cceurpreux, who had come to forego the 
Imperial favour molu propria, felt not a little hurt 
that it should be withdrawn from him in this un- 
ceremonious style, and so exclaimed drily enough — 

"I should like to know whether the Emperor 
gave you orders to break his word for him in that 
fashion. However, I don't lay on the Emperor's 
shoulders the dirty tricks that are done in his name; 
for if I did, there might come from this ofRce alone 
mud enough to choke the Seine up," 

"Sir!" gasped the litde Jobus-derk, rising to his 
full height and frowning at his insulter with all the 
dignity of a flea on a perch browbeating a lion with 
muzzle on — "Sirl" but he could find nothing else 
to say, for Coeurpreux eyed him cooUy, and as 
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duelling is not extinct in France, the Email Jobus 
doubtless reflected that if he were tweaked by the 
nose, he might get run through next daybreak into 
the bargain. Yet it seemed very monstrous to this 
clerk that a miserafile officer shonld dare to bandy 
vords with him thus shamelessly. 

"I was going to say," continued Cceurpreux, 
drawing a large envelope from the breast of his 
jacket, "that I intended declining the honour whidi 
his Majesty wished to bestow, and here is a letter 
which I had written to beg the Emperor to employ 
me on active service again. I have got my promo- 
tion, for his Majesty called me Commandant, mi 
not all the clerks in Paris can take that from me, or 
^all. But I only ask to go back to my regiment, 
even if I take simple brevet rank of commandant, 
and I daresay you gentlemen will not object to that 
much. Please see that my letter reaches the Em- 
peror, or else there'll be a row. Good-morning." 

The Jobus-clerk grumbled something and thanked 
Heaven he was well rid of such a brute. Cceur- 
preux went and lunched at the general rendezvous 
of officers, the Caf6 du Helder on the Boulevard des 



Italiens; and as, b^ sittiog at one of the tables outr 
side, he could descry the Grand Hdtel some hun- 
dred yards to the lefl, he did so when his frugal 
lunch was over, and remained smoking all the after- 
noon, watching if haply Violette might pass by in 
her barouche and afford him one passing glimpse of 
her. But she did not pass, either that day or the 
next, or on any of the twenty days more during 
which the War-Office clerks kept Cceurpreux rap- 
ping his heels on the asphalte of Paris. Cceurpreux 
chafed and growled, and vented his fury in much 
imprudent talk among brother officers at the Helder, 
vowing that the administration of the army had 
grown rotten up to the hilt, as France would find if 
she ever ran tilt against a less Jobus-ridden Power. 
As armies are never quite devoid of high-souled of- 
ficers anxious to curry favour with the Jobus-clerks, 
these sayings were faithfully reportad to the War 
Office, and did Cceurpreux all the good one may 
imagine. It became an ui^ent question of consign- 
ing him to Cochin-China without delay, of treating 
him to the governorship of that delightful settlement 
of convicts and vomito negro, Cayenne, "where," re- 
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marked the clerks humorously, "he would find him- 
self in congenial company." But Violette, who 
watched over Cceurpreux in secret, frustrated these 
designs, and accosted Marsha! Lebceuf, at a party 
one night, with a tale so worded as to touch him. 
Marshal Leboeuf, who has borne and will bear to all 
time the burden of the sins which his underlings 
committed — and of which they of course promptly 
washed their hands — was no fool, but a gallant sol- 
dier, as can witness his management of the artillery 
at Solferino. His fault was excessive good-nature, 
which made him loth to tackle the Jobuses and Cris 
as peremptorily as his predecessor Marshal Niel 
had done; he had let them get the upper hand of 
him, and walked in dread of them. Wherefore, 
hearing the wife of M. de Cri denounce the doings 
of the potent league of which her husband was so 
honoured a member, he marvelled sUghtly, but 
ended by smiling, as a Frenchman will do when a 
pretty woman pleads the cause of a soldier at once 
brave and handsome. He promised to see into the 
matter; and next day, to the disgust of the Jobuses, 
who had not been so much as consulted, Cceur- 
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ipreux received his commission to a full comman- 
dantship in that doughty regiment the 25th Cuiras- 
siers, with orders to join as soon as he should 
have gone to Algeria to fetch his traps and cany 
despatches to Marshal MTVIahon, The Duke of 
Magenta laughed in his quiet way when he heard 
from Cceurpreux, at a private dinner, what things 
this worthy fellow had endured at the hands of the 
clerks. He for his own part knew the Jobuses well. 
Had they not poisoned the Emperor's mind against 
him, by reminding his Majesty on every occasion 
that Marshal M'Mahon had voted against the Govern- 
ment Bill of Public Safety in the Senate, was a 
suspicious subject, and enjoyed a dangerous ascen-; 
dancy over the army? This had prevented the 
victor of Magenta from ever becoming War Minister, 
and his vice-royalty in Algeria was virtually an exile, 
"My poor Coeurpreux," said he, smiling, "you do 
not understand the secret of getting on in hfe. 
Here is Marshal Lebceuf, who writes to me privately 
that you have been wagging that honest tongue of 
yours too freely, and he tells me to give you a 
friendly hint that it won't do." "But, Marshal, I 
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have never breathed a word against the Emperor," 
protested Coeurpreux. "No," said the Duke, "though 
perhaps it would have been safer if you had, for the 
Emperor forgives; but the clerks are more powerful 
Uian the Emperor, and they don't forgive. You 
had best make your peace with them, believe me, 
for ihey are stronger than all of us put together;" 
and the Marshal, who liked soldiers of Cceurpreux's 
mould, gave him a cigar and went out on the bal- 
cony of the Government House to smoke with him 
and talk about Paris. 

Exactly a month after this dialogue. Comman- 
dant Cceurpreux, who was installed in his new gar- 
rison, received orders along with the rest of the 
35th Cuirassiers to go and join Marshal M'Mahon's 
army on the Rhine, for war had been declared by 
France against Germany. 



On the 4th September, 1870, towards one o'clock 
1 the afternoon, an officer in a cuirassier uniform 
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got out of a train on the platform of the Northern 
Station, jumped into the first cab he could find — it 
happened to be ao open one — and told the coach- 
man, in a fevered voice, to drive him to the Tuile- 
ries. His uniform was soiled and torn; there was 
mud on his boots up to the knees; his head was 
bound up in bandages dotted with blood, and his 
haggard face bore a week's unshaved beard. A 
mob pressing outside the station for news recognised 
him for an officer, no doubt from Sedan, and gave 
him a ringing cheer, but he bent his head and made 
no response. The city bore nothing of the mourn- 
ing aspect he had expected. The cafis were full 
and noisy. Bands of workmen, who ought to have 
been at drill, strolled by rows of twenty arm-in-arm 
along the cairiage-ways, bawling vinously, " Vioi la 
RSpubliquel Vive Trochu! A has Baiinguet!" Police- 
men were invisible. Women and peasants pushing 
hand-carts laden with furniture before them streamed 
in from the country districts round Paris, and seemed 
to be on the look-out for lodgings. Newspapers 
found a brisk sale, boys screamed the Marseillaise, 
and tradesmen, vrith scared faces, were climbing 
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ladders to unhook Imperial escutcheons, and paint 
out the words, "Purveyor to their Majesties" in which 
but a day ago they had gloried. 

The cab drove quickly, but at the bottom of the 
Rue de Valois had to stop, for the Place du Palais 
Royal was full of people. The cuirassier got out, 
paid the driver, and endeavoured to hurry unob- 
served through the crowd, which was rather a curi- 
ous than an excited one. He did somehow force 
himself a passage through the mobs surging towards 
the Hdtel de Ville on the one hand, towards the 
Tuileries Gardens on the other; and when he 
reached the sentry mounting guard somewhat nerv- 
ously at the Carrousel gate, opened his cloak to 
show the despatch-bag slung over his tunic, and was 
allowed to pass in without question. The immense 
yard, adorned with a triumphal arch reared to cele- 
brate past victories over a people now conquerors 
in their turn, w^s almost deserted; but at intervals, 
men, for the most part in civilian dress, shuffled 
panic-stricken across the yard and entered the 
palace. The cuirassier followed them, climbed the 
staircase, where no usher or footman stood to ask 
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intruders their business, brushed past a terrified 
group of ladies, who were coming down the Stairs 
with travelhng-bags in their hands, and asked for 
the aide-de-camp on duty. He was directed to go 
down a passage to the right; did so, and remitted 
his despatch-bag. Then with the receipt crushed 
between his fingers, wandered about unheeded amid 
startled figures running or rushing down the cor- 
ridors, till he found himself in the room where some 
three months before he had received a kindness 
from an Emperor, then in the full pomp and gran- 
deur of his power. 

All the last Mends of the fallen court were 
there, but not so much high dignitaries — for these 
took care of themselves — nor Johuses— they are 
never to be seen in such moments^-as younger men 
and modest functionaries, whose fealty had not per- 
haps been always appreciated in brighter days, but 
came out true and pure now in_ this hour of ad- 
versity. The appearance of the officer and his 
travel-stained clothes caused a sensation, and a 
move was made towards him. A few recognised 
him despite his bandage, which, now his kepi was 
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off, gave him the look of being turbaned, and they 
'said, "It's Colonel Cteurpreux, who rode next 
MMahon in the charge of the cuirassiers at Reischof- 
fen, and was promoted on the field." They ga- 
thered round him eagerly, and inquired of him if 
he had news: 

"You were at Sedan, Colonel; is all really lost?" 
and it was a gloomy thing to hear these men ask 
this about a country and a sovereign they loved. 

"Yes, all's lost," groaned Cteurpreux, "but the 
honour of the Emperor, who has been betrayed, 
and that of our War Office, who had no honour to 
lose." 

"How did the Emperor bear it?" 

"Simply, like a man. He was never greater than 
when he drove through the town with an expression 
on his face that might have touched the very stones, 
and gave up his sword to save his army. People 
will say here that he should have died, but anybody 
has the courage to die. The courage is to live, and 
to endure all this"— and he pointed with his hand 
to the Tuileries Gaidens, at the end of which a mob 
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-was te be seen approaching with gesticulations and 
waving of flags. 

Count Palikao, the Prime Minister, passed rapidly 
through the room, and disappeared into a chamber 
where the Empress was known to be; and all 
gathered round the windows. The mob were draw- 
ing nearer, and the quays could be seen covered 
with people who had been to the Corps L4gis!atif, 
where M. Gambetta had been haranguing the mul- 
titude, and exhorting it to clamour for the Empe- 
ror's deposition. ChevaUer Nigra, the Italian Am- 
bassador, entered with a breezy aspect as if nothing 
particular were happening, and a chaplain asked 
him if there were any hope. "Hope of what?" an- 
swered M. Nigra, cheerfully, and went the way of 
M. de Palikao, but with a careless, swinging stride, 
for all this was no great concern of his. Coeurpreux 
leaned in a window-recess moaning, but as he per- 
ceived that the mob swelled and advanced each 
second like a rising tide, he drew a revolver and 
casting a keen look about him, said — 

"Gentlemen, I hope we are all prepared to de- 
fend the Empress against yonder curs?" 
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A silence replied to this questioD, and one young 
man alone stepped out with a revolver. The rest 
had come unarmed. They were faithful to the point 
of risking death, but not of courting it. Cceurpreux 
glanced from one to another, as if he could not be- 
lieve his eyes. Then a great sob escaped him, and 
he turned with brimming eyes to watch the sea 
which advanced slowly, and the thin line of soldiers 
in the private garden below, who would be the only 
dyke against it. "Our place is with those men 
there," he said to the young man who was armed; 
"let us go to them; we shall at least die in good 
company." 

A few of the bystanders winced — in particular, 
two priests, who would not have grudged their 
blood, though it was not their duty to shed any. 
Several moved to follow Cceurpreux; but at this 
moment a door was opened, and the Empress ap- 
peared with one of her ladies-in-waiting, Count Pa- 
likao, an aide-de-camp, and one or two other 
advisers. She was dressed in black, was calm and 
resigned, and, hearing that firearms had been ex- 
hibited, sent to request as a last favour to her that 
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QO resistance should be offered. Her Majesty was 
then told that one of the gentlemen who wished to 
defend her was Colonel Cceurpreux, and she prayed 
her aide-de-camp to summon him. M. Cceurpreux 
arrived with the tears still welling over his eyes — 
though it was no fault of his, for he struggled hard 
enough to keep them in; and possibly as he stood 
before her, with his head bowed and his knees 
shaking, the Empress recognised the man who had 
been painted to her by the Jobuses and Cris as a 
factious subject 

"Colonel, you found your way through the 
enemy's lines to bring me a letter from the Empe- 
ror," she said, in a sofl, sad voice. "I thank you, 
and wish it were still in my power to reward your 
devotion." 

"Madam," murmnred Cteurpreux, in words of 
which each syllable sprang vibrating from his heart, 
"you can give me the only rewai-d I covet by allow- 
ing me to lay down my life for yon." 

"No, not a drop of French blood must be shed 
for me," she answered quietly; "nor would I forgive 
myself for depriving France of a life like yours, Co- 
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lonel, at a time when brave men are more than ever 
needed. Still, again I tliank you."' And she ex- 
tended her hand to him with a grateful smile. He 
dropped on one knee, and pressed it to his lips 
reverentially. 

At this juncture Prince Mettemich and M. de 
Lesseps approached quickly. They spoke a few 
words, but their looks said more than they uttered. 
The Empress glanced towards the gardens, where 
the crowd had by this time become a host, whose 
shouts broke loud and imperatively through the still- 
ness of this room filled with expectant courtiers. Her 
lips quivered faintly for a single instant, and the 
pallor of her face deepened just enough to show 
that it was pain, not fear, she felt Then she turned 
with queenly self-possession, and made to the loyal 
few who remained her grandest curtsey — that of tiie 
state galas now gone and forgotten amidst other 
ruins. This was the signal that all was over. The 
Empire had, fallen; the Empress retired, and the 
friends of the eleventh hour were free to go 
and see to themselves, their goods and their 
diattels. They scampered downstairs, putting their 
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best feet foremost, and the palace became a show 
to the rabble, who presently flooded in, their mouths 
agape, and filled it from floor to attic with their 
savoury majesty. 

Cceurpreux had heard 3 few of the words which 
Prince Metternich had let fall, and he went and 
stood near the gate of the Louvre opposite the 
Church of St. Germain I'Auxerrois, where a cab was 
waiting. In a few minutes the veiled forms of two 
ladies glided out, and Cceurpreux, though he could 
not be seen behind the angle where he had shel- 
tered himself, bared his head as they passed. He 
watched to see that no one recognised or molested 
the lady whom M. de Lesseps handed into the fly, 
and his gaze followed this vehicle as it turned and 
disappeared with its Minds down, and the Italian 
ambassador on the box beside the coachman. It 
would have fared ill, then, with any partisan of 
equahty who should have stood in the horse's way 
or offered a rude word to the Empress, whom this 
unconscious hack was drawing into exile, for Cceur- 
preux was in that mind when to have faced a whole 
horde of the populace with his solitary sword and 



A BONAPARTIST STORY. 01 

revolver, and to have bitterly flung in their teeth 
their base treason and cowardice, would have been 
a grim pleasure. But nobody afforded him that 
satisfaction. The fly, jogging along unremarked, 
mingled with other flyes; and Coeurpreux, emerging 
from his concealment, went with an aching heart 
about business of his own. As he strode down the . 
Rue de Rivoh, not caring much whom he elbowed, 
it was twenty minutes past three, and the tricolour 
flag which had been waving eighteen years on the 
late Imperial palace was hauled down. Two ptlil- 
trevis, or swells of the small French sort, watched 
this historical occurrence from a comer of the Place 
des Pyramides, and one, removing his eyeglass the 
better to see, said to the other: "There go twenty 
years of jollity." "Yes," sighed the other, "and 
only to think I used to be fool enough to vote for 
the opposition just for the fun of the thing." The 
pair of noble hearts sighed, and went their ways. 
Coeurpreux shrugged his shoulders and followed. 

One of the most comforting features of French 
revolutions is, as we have hinted, that although 
thrones go crash and kings go where they can, the 
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Cris and Jobuses bend their respected heads like 
reeds, and let the whole whirlwind sweep above 
, without uprooting them. The signboard and land- 
lord of the Inn are changed, but cooks and waiters 
are the same; and inasmuch as the pubUc depend 
rather on the cxwks and waiters for comfort and 
£ood attendance than upon the landlord and the 
signboard, this may serve to explain why the col- 
lapse of many thrones effects less in the general 
weal than the displacement of a single Jobus might 
do. Anyhow, when Coeurpreux came to report him- 
self at the War Office, he found there the set of- 
clerks who had Just been rolling the army into the 
chasm, filUng up printed papers that were to roll 
other armies the same way, with their habitual 
serenity. It was Sunday, and they had no need to 
work; but never mind that; they were always ready 
to devote themselves to their country's good 
especially on a Revolution Sunday, when, if absent, 
their places might be filled up by other folk. No- 
thing was altered, save that in the room of the little 
big derk, who had received Cceurpreux before, a 
bust of the Emperor had disappeared in favour of 
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a photograph of General Trochu, and the small 
clerk informed his visitor that he had foreseen all 
along how it would end, and that if his — the clerk's 
— advice had been taken, matters would have turned 
out very differently. He supposed Colonel Cceur- 
preux would be asked to form and command a 
regiment during the siege, but he could give him 
no orders for the present He only ventured to 
warn him (and looked very immaculate in so doing) 
that he must now moderate the Bonapartist zeal for 
which he had been unfavourably conspicuous. The 
Empire had disgraced itself, and no Frenchman 
worthy of the name could feel any sympathy for so 
odious a rigime: "Odious a rigimel" echoed Coeur- 
preux, as the blood mounted to his face. "And 
who made it odious but you and your likes? Ah, 
Sir clerk, try and give me and others as little of 
your advice as possible, and the better it will be 
for us all. When I think that the earth once swal- 
lowed up a pair called Dathan and Abiram, and 
when I see you sitting alive there with that heap of 
papers, 1 am inclined to wonder whether we are 
footing the same globe. Heaven help me!" and he 
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went out slamming the door, and shaking the dust 
off his feet The Jobus-clerk, naturally much dis- 
gusted, preserved an attitude full of dignity, and on 
the first opportunity informed General Trochu that 
a certain Coeuipreux was in all likelihood a Bona- 
partist conspirator, aad might with advantage be 
despatched to outposts where the shells fell thickest 
The General promised to make a note of that mat- 
ter, and eventually did. 

But Cceurpreux's 4th September trials were not 
over yet. On his way from the War Office back 
into the noisier part of Paris, where he hoped to 
leain for certain who were definitely the new rulers 
of his country — a point on which, in common with 
other men who accept new Govenunents like wind 
and rain, as they come, he was still doubtful — he 
crossed a victoria carrying M. Nepos L^naargeux 
Desfonds de Cri, an umbrella, and a carpet-bag. 
M. de Cri checked the driver, and waved the um- 
brella to attract Cceurpreux's attention. This chival- 
rous prefect had put away the rosette which used 
to grace his button-hole, and which of yore he had 
grovelled so patiently to earn, and he had so ar- 
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raDged things that the title of a republican news- 
paper peeped over the edge of his breast pocket, 
herald of his new-bora convictions. In this guise 
he stretched forth his hand to Cteurpreux out of 
the cab in the midst of the Rue Royale, and 
gabbled — 

"Congratulate me, Commandant — at least, no, 
you're Colonel now — congratulate me, I'm off." 

"Where to — the anny?" and the Colonel won- 
dered whether mayhap this person had been stricken 
with honesty in his declining years, and impelled to 
do something in defence of the country that had 
been such an unchanging and untiring milch-cow 
to him. 

"The army? oh no — I leave that to Bayards 
like you," sniggered M. de Cri, as if vastly tickled 
by the notion. "No, I'm off to my prefectship, 
which has just been confirmed to me by Gambetta; 
and I may tell you, in confidence, that I managed 
this thing very slyly. Foreseeing, you know, after 
the first defeat of you gentlemen, how the wind 
would soon blow, I came up to Paris on the quiet, 
and entered into relations with all this crew, Favie, 
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Simon, Gambetta. I promised that if there was a. 
republican rising, I would abet them, and play my 
department into their hands, which of course was 
all chaff, for if the rising hadn't been successful 
here, I shouldn't have been such a ninny to start 
pranks out there, but they took it in. They ac- 
counted me as one of theiis, and here am I off as 
a prefect of the Repubhc to the town where yester- 
day I was a prefect of the Empire — and I hope for 
promotion soon. Sic itvr ad astra — hee, hee!" 

"And what will Mdme. de Cri think of this sud- 
den conversion?" asked Coeurpreux, with more con- 
tempt in his voice than would have served to wither 
up any other ten men not being hereditary place- 
hunters. 

"Oh, my wife; it's she who advised me to do it 
all. Dux famina facfi — hee! hee! You see we've 
no private fortune, and if I'd lost my place I don't 
well know what I could have done, for I have saved 
little — a man who expects to be Cabinet Minister, 
and will be able then to rig the money-market and 
clear what sums he pleases, doesn't go in for cheese- 
paring economies, you know; so my wife said to 
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me, 'Make the best of our national disasters: it's an 
ill wind that blows nobody good;' and, as you per- 
ceive, that is true enough, for there are plenty of 
folk will be housed well to-night who were not much 
to look at yesterday." 

Cceuipreux turned sick at heart On an ordinary 
trimmer he would not have wasted a breath of scorn 
— nor so much as a shrug — disdaining such vermin 
as a sportsman does rats; but that Violette's hus- 
band should be a man of this class, and that he 
should have inoculated with his sordid principles a 
woman who had been true and pure before she had 
been sold to him in bondage, was a pang indeed. 
Yet Cteuipreux had the comfort of believing that 
M. de Cri lied ignobly, and that Violette had never 
consented to the impudent barter of conscience 
which her husband laid to her charge. But in this 
he was mistaken. Wedded to him, Violette would 
have endured poverty without a murmur, and scaled 
with a glad brave heart any heights of heroism and 
self-sacrifice to which he had chosen to lead her. 
But poverty along with M. de Cri was a very dif- 
ferent story, and Violette had really asked her hus- 
5* 
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band to make what he could of die general ruin 
which was bowing all patriotic heads in shame. 
This would seem to show that heroism, like other 
plants, needs special soils to make it thrive, and 
that wives are but as looking-glasses in which their 
husbands' souls are reflected with more or less 
fidelity. M. de Cri's soul being a dingy one, Vio- 
lette's partook of it in many domestic features. This 
is not poetry, but it is the truth which meets us at 
every step; and had it not been so — that is, had 
Violette wished to remain heroic after her marriage 
to one like M. de Cri — she must have become a 
faithless wife, which is a dilemma worth brooding 
over by moralists great and smalL 



Two years and a half sped by, and, at the be- 
ginning of the year 1873, it began to be bruited in 
the prosperous town of Seinebourg that General 
Cceurpreux, who commanded the district, would 
shortly marry Mdme. de Cri, n^e Violette Despr^ 
the widow of the late lamented Prefect. People 
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were still full of the details of M. de Cri's untimely 
death, and of the imposing funeral which had been 
decreed him out of the public taxes. At the time 
when the Commune was raging in Paris, the strik- 
ing {or, as they are by some humorously called, the 
"working") classes of Seinebourg had tried to get 
up a similar institution for themselves, and might 
have succeeded but for General Cceuq)reux. Before 
he had time to parley with them, or adopt their 
views to save his precious life, the Communists slew 
M. de Cri with an accidental bullet Whereon ora- 
tions in his honour were solemnly pronounced in 
the National Assembly; a pension was voted to his 
widow; and the municipal council of Seinebourg, 
escorted by a whole regiment, with muffled drums 
and arms reversed, followed him to his grave, where 
soon after a monument was erected on which a local 
journalist proposed to inscribe the words, "Sla, 
viator, mar/yrem calcasl" There are men whose 
luck attends them beyond the tomb. After hoaxing 
mankind in this life, they bamboozle it through 
ages to come by means of perjured epitaphs. 

As for General Cceurpreux, he was the man who 
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had covered himself with what little glory was 
gleaned during the siege of Paris. He had fought, 
not talked. His regiment went to battle without 
bragging, and returned always thinned, but never 
daunted. The War Office clerks opined that it was 
scandalous a man should rise from Captain to 
General of Brigade in less than two years, and they 
busied themselves actively to get him shorn of some 
of the honours he had earned whilst they sat by 
their fireside, hoping with brotherly unanimity they 
might soon be called in their official capacities to 
record his death. But the Commission which was 
appointed to revise the distinctions conferred during 
the war rose bareheaded when Cceurpreux was in- 
troduced, and the General who presided handed 
him his commission ratified by the signatures of the 
entire Board. The Provisional Republic sent him 
to command at Seineboui^, and Coeurpreux ac- 
cepted the appointment because he considered the 
Republic a provisional one and nothing more. He 
made no secret of his opinions on this head, and 
continued to speak of Napoleon HL as Emperor, 
without prefixing an "ex," Had the Republic been 

.^"^>8l^ 
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consolidated, his good friends the clerks would have 
had the gratification of writing to request he would 
resign; as it was, the big people of Versailles kept 
a watchful eye on him, and booked him mentally as 
a dangerous man, who must be tolerated for his 
good services, but shelved as soon as feasible. 

Perhaps, in truth, Cceurpreux's conduct was not 
quite prudent. In his rooms he hung portraits of 
the Emperor, the Empress, and the Prince Imperial. 
Three times a year — that is, towards the i6th March, 
the 15th August, and the 15th November — he ap- 
plied for a week's leave, and went to Chislehurst, 
with a bouquet of violets made in Paris and of a 
yard's circumference. He offered this fi&te-day tri- 
bute to the exiled family, and assured them of his 
unwavering devotion; then he returned, and if people 
asked him where he had been, he replied simply: 
"To do homage to my Sovereign," Seinebourg was 
a righteous town, which drove an honest trade and 
went to church when it had time; but it did not 
understand chivalry pushed to this length. It had 
given the Emperor an enthusiastic reception once 
when he had visited the town, and witnessed with 
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unmixed satisfaction the prosecution of journalists 
who assailed his rule. By and by it had vouch- 
safed a reception equally enthusiastic to M. Thiers, 
and watched with undiminished pleasure the chas- 
tisement of scribes who cavilled at this new state of 
things. If the Emperor had returned, there would 
have been a third reception, quite as enthusiastic 
as the two preceding ones; but pending this con- 
summation, it was idle to express opinions which 
were, at best, premature, and which might interfere 
with the due profits of business. So Seinebourg, as 
represented by its commercial men, who are the salt 
of this world, eyed their General rather askance, 
but contrived to be civil in their tones when they 
talked to him of the Napoleons, for Coeurpreux had 
an awkward trick of frowning if there was any slip 
of the tongue in apportioning the responsibilities of 
the war's disasters; and it was known that he had 
handled a republican big-wig somewhat unceremoni- 
ously. Said the big-wig: "Monsieur de Sedan must 
have more pluck than I should give him credit for, 
if he hopes ever to put us under his heel again." 
This was at a dinner: Cceurpreux stared him in the 
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face, and answered: "May I inquire what you were 
doing whilst he whom you call M. de Sedan was 
under fire of the Prussian batteries?" The big-wig 
looked much shocked, for it so chanced that he had 
been engaged at the time in question in writing a 
series of newspaper articles on the degeneracy of 
the French army; but he declined furnishing this 
explanation, or indeed continuing the conversation 
in any way, for there was no knowing but that with 
such an unmannerly person it might lead to au en- 
counter in the field, and to France becoming by 
one republican the poorer — which was a catastrophe 
by no means to be desired. 

It will naturally be supposed that to recompense 
him for his disfavour amid the repubhcans, General 
Cceurpreux passed, among Bonapartists of all sizes 
and denominations for a trusty knight, and was well 
beloved; but this would argue small knowledge of 
the human mind as politics do fashion it The 
most active men in state factbns are those who 
have most interest in the game, and those who are 
most nice. Cceurpreux was a Bonapartist, but his 
loyalty did not extend to all the weedy people 
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whom the Bonapaites had delighted to honour. He 
said some very rough things about certain of these 
gentlemen, asserting that he would rather see the 
Emperor in exile than have him return with some 
of his old advisers, for that at Chislehurst at least 
his honour was safe; whereas on the throne, and 
acting as the tool of sundry personages he could 
mention, his fair fame was slurred by all the foolish 
and villainous deeds committed in his name. This 
was not pleasant to hear. Such of the Jobuses and 
Cris as had not been able to secure posts under 
the Republic, and were consequently loud in pro- 
claiming that they would scorn to accept such if 
offered, insinuated at Chislehurst, even as they had 
done at St Cloud, that this Cceurpreux was a man 
of crafty mood, whose pretended staunchness was 
nothing but a device for being amply recompensed 
when the Empire returned. Probably he aspired to 
be a senator or War Minister — for there is no know- 
ing where the ambition of such men will stop: 
meantime they gave him a wide berth, and thanked 
Providence they were not as he was — which was 
wise on their part, for a soul like Cceurpreux's is 
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not that which pays best here below. Altogether, if 
Coeuipreux had reckoned all the people who were 
his true friends, he might easily have computed the 
total with the fingers of one hand. But what did 
he care? His conscience let him rest, and Violette 
admired him with all her heart — this was quite 
enough for his desires. 

He went to see Violette every day, and the love 
which had lain in abeyance during the years of her 
marriage grew and ripened. Coeurpreux's character 
was a wonder and a study for the woman he wor- 
shipped; and comparing it with that of her late lord, 
so unhappily deceased, she would fall into reveries 
how it was possible that two men could be so un- 
like. It has been said she was frivolous, and doubt- 
less till she came to know her lover well, never 
suspected there was stainless honour anywhere but 
in story-books. M. de Cri used to talk of stainless 
honour, rectitude of purpose, unsullied principles, 
&c, at pubhc banquets, and the salaried newspaper 
of the prefecture used to write of stainless honour 
at so much a column. But M. de Cri would put off 
his stainless honour when he got home, as he did 
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his silver-laced coat, and the salaried journalist of 
the prefecture was a poor rogue who sold himself 
to the highest bidder. Sometimes Violette heard 
two men dubbed men of honour because they had 
quarrelled and fought about a ballet-dancer who 
was faithless to them with a third. And at other 
times she saw men of honour who had eloped with 
other men of honour's wives. There were women 
of honour who sold their daughters to dilapidated 
but rich debauchees, girls of honour who submitted 
very willingly to the sale, and priests of honour who 
blessed the transaction in the name of Heaven. 
There were financiers of honour who signed the 
prospectuses of bubble companies; statesmen of 
honour who truckled to the people with false flat- 
teries; and electors of honour who bartered their 
votes for what they could fetch. These were the 
beings of honour amongst whom Violette's acquaint- 
ance had always lain; and she had somehow learned 
to define a man without honour as one without 
money. She could not at first get used to Coeur- 
preux's way of dealing with people whom she had 
been wont to reverence; it was as if he had knocked 
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together a number of sham bronze statuettes, and 
they bad aU smashed in the process, revealing their 
composition to be only bad plaster. She heard of 
his doing great and generous things in a secret way, 
and he would never own to them or talk about 
them. He shook the hands of people he esteemed 
with a grip of iron, and smiled to them with his 
whole face; but to persons he mistrusted he was 
barely civil, no matter how much gold lace they 
might sport on their swallow-tails. To Violctte, 
however, he was gentle and kind, always submis- 
sive; and, though she was aware of how poor an 
idea he entertained of the martyred M, de Cri, he 
never alluded to him with disrespect — in fact, he 
never alluded to him at all but once, and this was 
oo the day when she had promised to marry him 
so soon as her second year's widowhood should be 
completed. They were sitting together. He coughed 
a. little; then, with some shyness, touched upon 
money matters, and expressed a wish that she 
should resign the pension she had of Government, 
and, indeed, all other monies — the sum was slight 
— bequeathed her by M. de Cri. He suffered visibly 
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during the explanatioa this entaUed; but it came to 
this, that M. de Cri's earnings did not seem to him 
very clean things. He had pocketed salaries all his 
life by changing his opinions as fast as his interests 
required it; and, applied to minor operations in 
finance, this sort of thing was called obtaining 
money under false pretences. The phrase was not 
a euphonious one; but truth never was euphonious. 
For all this, Cceurpreux said nothing to wound 
Violette, and she consented to everything, as women 
will do for the men they love. If the lamented M. 
de Cri could have risen from the grave and beheld 
his wife promising so cheerfully to denude herself — 
she who had cost him a tidy fortune in dresses, 
and had never faDed to draw her pin-money when 
it became due, and occasionally in advance — he might 
have indulged in some ghostly meditations on the ways 
of women and the difficulty of fathoming their natures. 
So it was agreed that on the 18th of March, the 
day after he should have returned from carrying the 
Prince Imperial's birthday bouquet to Chislehurst, 
Cceurpreux should take Violette to wife, and never 
more part from her. 
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"It is now the 2d of January, Violette" he said 
fondly; "and do you know, when I think of the 
happiness in store for me, I feel sure that, could I 
have foreseen it years ago, I should have worked so 
as to be a field- marshal by this time, or turned 
coward for fear of being cut off from you," 

"And if / could have foreseen it, I would have 
striven to be more worthy of you than I am," she 
answered, looking up into his eyes; and her own 
brimmed as she did so, for she never thought of 
his long constancy to her without being moved to 
the heart. 

Cceurpreux went off to review his men, riding 
spiritedly down the red-trousered lines, and scanning 
them with pride when they executed their move- 
ments as soldiers should do, smartly and without 
blunder. He gave the colonels under him some 
trouble; and the soldiers would not have liked him 
the less if he had marched them about less often. 
But General Cceurpreux was no idler, and had 
never earned his pay by lolling about with his 
hands in his pockets. Besides, at this period he 
had most significant reasons for seeing that his men 
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drilled well. It is pretty well known at this time by 
all who caje to know it, that in the month of Januaiy 
of the year 1873 the Bonapartists had detennined 
upon attemptbg a covp-de-main in the month of 
March, and that the operation which the Emperor 
underwent at the beginning of January was intended 
to enable him to ride on horseback and re-enter 
France, as his uncle had done after his escape from 
Elba. The Emperor had affirmed that he would 
delegate to no one else the honour of heading the 
movement, and it was understood that some six 
weeks after the operation he would be in a position 
to ride. Several generals had been sounded, and 
amongst them Cteurpreux. The wire-pullers of the 
party would have done little for our friend after the 
victory; but he was a useful man before and during 
the struggle, so their words were sweeter than honey 
from the honeycomb. Cceurpreux's answer was 
pkiai 

"I regard the Emperor as the lawful sovereign 
of France, until the last plebiscite shall have been 
cancelled. If his Majesty lands in France, I shall 
call upon W-Y men to rally round him; if they mu- 
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tiny, I will go alone; and if we fail, I shall give my- 
self up to these Republicans, or whatever else they 
call themselves, and let them shoot me at their 
leisure." 

This is why the Imperialist soldier kept a quick 
eye to the marching and counter-marching, and was 
precise in seeing all the movements that concern 
firing and charging with bayonets practised repeated- 
ly, until perfection was attained. There could have 
been no more enlivening sight for a true republican, 
knowing what was in General Coeurpreux's mind) 
than to have seen these nimble red-trousers strutting 
and wheeling under the General's direction, kneel- 
ing, loading, discharging, and doubling forward with 
bayonets fixed, as if they were already sweeping 
Liberty, Equality, Fraternity, and the entire rights of 
man, off the globe's surface. 

It was on the afternoon of the 9th January that, 
returning to his quarters in very hopeful spirits 
after a few hours' manceuvring, which had fairly 
worn out every one save himself, Coeurpreux was 
greeted by the orderly, who wore a blank, scared 
look, as he helped him to dismount Bad tidings 

Frinch Picturi! ISia/ndSiril'l. II. 6 
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come always suddenly, and the soldier's face was 
that of a messenger of woe: "General, have you 
heard the news?" he asked, holding out in a trem- 
bling hand a special edition of a cheap paper. 

"What news?" 

"The Emperor's dead, General." 

Coeurpreux had half swung himself out of the 
saddle, but the announcement struck him like a 
bullet; he reeled and would have fallen, but for the 
orderly, who caught him by the arm and sustained him. 

"Thank you," he stammered; "it'll be nothing. 
Where's the paper?" And he walked in, passing 
his hand over his forehead and stepping unsteadily. 
A child might have knocked him down. 

The news caused little commotion at Seinebourg, 
or anywhere else in France. Out of sight out of 
mind, is never so true as in the case of French Em- 
perors; but people noticed, not without sympathy, 
that General Coeurpreux appeared in deep mourning, 
and in uniform wore a crape round his arm. He 
was depressed and silent too, and as soon as the 
day for the funeral was fixed, the clerks at the War 
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Office received, unsealed, and perased this letter, 
wbicli had a deep black border: 

"TokuEiceOtmyGtmniiiieCUiiy, tl^ar JUiitiiiir. 

'■tilk January 
"Genbul,— I have Ihe hmiDiir lo solicit of you a week's leave, in 
oidn Ihal I may attcDd Ihe funeiat of the Emperor, and pay to him my 
last ttihole of veDeration and ETStilude.— Pray recdve. &c,. 

The clerks stamped the letter, filed it, laughed 
at it among themselves, and answered it in this 
wise: — 

" Ts M. It GhUral de Brigadi Caurp<-t«ic. 
"Geheral,— In answer lo your teller oT Ihe lalh, lam directed torn- 
form you ihal an order will be issued b lo-monow'j Jonrmil O/fiiiel, la- 
fullDf leave to all officers Lo nltcnd the cx-EtQperor^s fimeral- A few 



Post for post came back this, again with a black 
border: — 

"Tsllii ExceUtncyGtiuraldiCu'iy, War MiaUltr. 
"Oknehal,— I tcspeclfiiLy beg you will accept my resignation. The 

And lest the smitH incidents of history should 
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be forgotten, which ought not to be, seeing that of 
them is made up the fate of empires, let us cut out 
this slip from the Journal Officiel: — 

"M. leG^D^rd deQnBade Jean Ojcurprcujt, CommaDdeT of the Lc^on 
of HoDDur, &.C., haA (enderedhii resi^ation," 

"Akmy Appoiktmhnts.— Colonel de Cri-Hurl»nt to be General of 
Brigade in commaod at SviDCbourg, vice Geaeial Cceurpreux ; Tieut.-Col. 
Jobua to be ColoDel ; Commandant Jobua-Cri to beLieut.-Cc^nEl; Caplais 
Jobus-Hurlinl lo be Cammandant, &c." 

General Cceurpreux attended the funeral at 
Chislehurst, and was among the foremost of those 
who did homage to the Prince Imp^al in the levee 
held at Camden Place after the sad ceremony was 
over. He returned to France with a trainful and a 
boatitil of passengers who had gone on the same 
pilgrimage as himself; but several of whom wondered 
na'ively that he should have thrown up his commis- 
sion for such a purpose. They had few of them 
sacrificed anything themselves, and they prophesied 
that some of his brother officers might resent his 
conduct as an affectation of being more disinterested 
and virtuous than themselves, which is always inex- 
pedient Cceurpreux found that many of his brother 
officers did take this convenient view of the case, 
as was natural. Was it to be considered, forsooth, 
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that they were less mindful of past favours because 
they were less quixotic? Quixotic is a useful word. 
If we could marshal into column all those who have 
snubbed others by its means from doing kind and 
noble things, and all those who have been so 
snubbed, what a pair of imposing hosts they would 
make on the march of modem progress! 

But we may conclude- that Cceurpreux was con- 
soled by Violette, who judged the matter as he did, 
though all these events indeed retarded her mar- 
riage for some months. Coeurpreux did not con- 
sider it seemly to many within half a year of a 
bereavement which he mourned for as when his 
father had died. Moreover, being now reduced to 
his half-pay and his savings — the which, for one so 
open-handed as he, were not considerable — he 
would apply, he said, for appointment on the Bona- 
partist press, in order that he might defend the 
dynasty he loved with his pen until the time came 
for championing it again with his sword. Assuredly, 
when the Jobuses and the Cris saw him embark on 
this venture, which is the forlorn hope of political 
outcasts, they must have rejoiced exceedingly one 
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and all, and hoped that before long the Government 
of M. Thiers might be moved to imprison him at 
Ste. Pelagic. And maybe they promised each other 
a banquet to celebrate this auspicious day, for it is 
good to be meny in season. 



But the turns in fortune's wheel are more numer- 
ous than even the Jobuses who feed on the budget; 
and about the beginning of June 1873, an erect 
man in evening dress, but wearing black gloves, 
might have been seen descending at early morning 
from a fly at the gate of the Prefecture of Versailles, 
where Marshal M'Mahon, the new President of the 
Republic, was lodged. He entered the door well 
known to suitors and reporters during M. Thiers' 
well-meaning reign, and exhibited a letter of audience 
to the aide-de-camp on duty. 

"The President has summoned me to a private 
audience at ten o'clock," he said, 

"TTiis way, General," answered the aide-de- 
camp; and within a few minutes General Cceurpreux 
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Stood alone with his old chief, who looked at him 
and shook his bead. 

"Did not I warn you, Cceurpreux, not to dabble 
in anything that mi^t displease anybody — politics 
especially, which are no game for us soldiers?" 

"Till we become Presidents," answered Cceur- 
preux, with a grave smUe, as he bowed and pressed 
the hand which the hero of Magenta extended to 
him. 

"Yes, till we become Presidents — that's it; but 
we can't all be Presidents." And the Marshal's iron 
feature relaxed about the lips, though it is chiefly 
with eyes that he usually smiles. "Now listen, 
Cceurpreux: I hear you were going to be married; 
and my advice is, don't delay about that ceremony, 
for your wife will keep you out of mischief. And 
see here — there was some informality in your resig- 
nation; so it is cancelled, and I have signed you a 
new commission; but if I hear of your meddling 
again in state business" — and here the Marshal 
paused and frowned — "I give you my word Fll put 
you in a Government office; and if that doesn't 
make you less of a rebel, I don't know what will." 
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"lam not likely to rebel against your Excellency," 
responded Cceurpreux, whose face lighted up as he 
received his commission. 

"No, but you must let the clerks alone, now that 
they're under my wing. Ah yes, I know what you're 
going to say: that you can never forget, and will be 
always faithful, I know; but you had better be off, 
or theyTl say we're plotting for Napoleon IV. to- 
gether." 

"I had rather we plotted for Napoleon IV. in 
March 1874, when he will be of ^;e to govern; and 
if your Excellency decides to do so then, remember 
to count me among the fighting conspirators," re- 
joined the incorrigible Bonapartist 
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And so it was annoimced in all the newspapers 

of Paris, that Prince Moleskine, having seen all that 
there was to see in the Capital of capitals, was 
about to return to his own country to accept a high 
post imder Government 

The Journal which first spread the tidings was 
the world-known and fashionable Gaseiie des Bovlt- 
Dards. Thence the news was copied into most of 
the London papers, one of which, in the letter of its 
Paris Correspondent, added a few particulars which 
I may as well transcribe verhaiim: — 

E^rince MdcaUne, thmt cleguit and accompliihed caTBier, with whom 
moifi thitd one ofmy lady rcHdna has gertainly danced al the Court Balls of 
theTuQerieB, isane ttfthe weallhiest lapdowDen of tha Muscovite Enipb«. 
We musl go hack in lecoUection to the mirificeni era cf the Gnnd 
Moaarqiie lo fiod in Fraoce anything npproachins ^^ splendour to tfi« 
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otate and cUleiu of MoleskliiE. I, »ha frtquently dine trilh Ihe Prince 
at hu iumptuous muibion In the Avenue du Cluucpi Elystei^ can speak, 
Horn Eipenence. of Ihe eiquisile urbanity of my noble hoit, of the delicata 
uid nchfrrhi fare of hii table, and of [lie never-ceaiine flow of aSabiliCT 
and wit, which makes the banqueti of the Haiti Moleikiae teoaU the 
dauling liEaita of Alcibiadei and LucuUus. But what pen can wurthity 
deicribe the anceitis] domain of the Mokakiiies, lituated on tbe Rivei 
Kama, io llie Provuice ofTcheremiss, aad eiteidlng to (ar in iu fertile 
eipanie of field aod pasture, wood and hill, that it would need the iwiftHt 
hoiieman aevea dayi to traverse itf Ah, reader miiiel let those who will 
rejoice over the Revolution of 1793, and gloat aver the down&n of the 

dice has never blinded , nm- repubUean fellacies deceived , to pve a short 
■igh of regret to those courtly times when chindroui Fiance— the France 
of Saint Denii, the lilies, the oriBamme, and the white banner— was not 
obliged to look abroad to behold baronial caatles and princely manors. Up, 
shades of Robespieire and MantI Up, rabble lani-culollea I aod diuckle 
over your worki What are the riches of the wealthiest of your nobles, now 
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This effusion was much relished by the readers 
of the paper in question, who ahnost felt as if they 
knew the Boyard themselves upon hearing him al- 
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luded to so familiarly. It is not very certain, by 
the by, whether the versatile correspondent just 
quoted had really ever sat in person at Prince 
Molesldne's table; but, if he had not, it is of no 
great consequence. A writer whose occupations 
take him constantly into the Grand Monde is na- 
turally too well bred to draw any distinction between 
the houses where he has actually dined and those 
where he would like to dine. His account of the 
Russian Prince was read by a countless number of 
good-natured folk, who imbibed it all as gospel 
truth, and fell to wondering naTvely whether the 
Prince's estate was as big as Yorkshire, or as big as 
Yorkshire and Lancashire both together. The wo- 
men opined that it must be in size and beauty 
something like the Principality of Wales, and, though 
some of them marvelled that the high-toned journalist 
should call Paris a city of cheap restaurants, yet 
they thought it quite natural that a man who had 
such a prod^ously fine property as the Prince 
should find the French capital rather small, and 
should be in a hurry to get home again. Among 
those of the Paris public, however, who were not in- 

.^"^>8l^ 
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debted for their acquaintance with Russia or with 
Prince Mokskine to imaginative "Own Correspon- 
dents," a quite different version prevailed as to the 
Prince's reasons for departing. It was pretty well 
known in the clubs and drawing-rooms which the 
Prince frequented, that he was in not the slightest 
haste to be off — nay, that, far from contemning our 
pinchbeck civilisation, with its cheap coats, cheap 
talents, &c, he had the highest opinion both of the 
civilisation and of the coats, and would gladly have 
remained in Paiis until the end of his days, but for 
the awkward fact that he had run through every 
rouble of his money, and could no longer afford to 
live in our atmosphere, paltry and middling though 
it might be. 

As for the ancestral domain of the Moleskines 
situated on the River Kama, in the Province of 
Tcheremiss, and extending so wide that no horse- 
man could cross it in seven days, the Prince himself 
was the first to laugh at it: "For," said he ruefully, 
"it is true enough that it would take a horseman a 
week to ride through my estate, but the reason is, 
that there is not a road in the place, and that half 
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the property is composed of quagmires. And as 
regards the farms and villages," added he, more 
ruefully still, "I daresay something might be made 
of them in good hands, but up to the present I have 
never been able to persuade my tenants to pay their 
rents, so that I do not think I should be much the 
worse off without them," 

"Then you mean to say you are entirely ruined, 
my poor Prince?" observed the young Count de 
Lamotte de Bccurre, examining his friend compas- 
sionately through his eyeglass. 

"Very nearly," answered the Prince, twirling a 
cigarette with melancholy composure, "Six years 
of Paris, London, Baden, and Homburg have run 
through all my stock of ready money. My agent 
writes to say he can't raise another kopeck, so that 
unless I manage to get a place out of Government, 
I must shut myself up on my estate, and eke out 
an existence on our national iilchi, or cabbage- 
soup." 

"That won't last long!" interposed the joyous 
Marquis de I'Aumelette-Soufflfe: "you will point out 
to your tenantry the reciprocal advantages of Quarter 
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Day, and when you have enlightened their under- 
' standing and eased their purses, come back to us 
here in better spirits and stouter than ever." 

"Mercury, the God of rent, hear you!" replied 
Prince Moleskine piously. "Though how to touch 
the understanding of a K^ussian peasant, now that 
our holy father the Czar has abolished the knout, I 
confess seems to me a mystery." 

The foregoing conversation was being held in a 
saloon of the Caf6 Anglais preparatory to one of 
the five or six farewell suppers which Prince Moles- 
kine intended giving to different batches of his 
friends before bidding adieu to France. He was 
not in a particularly festive mood — no Russian ever 
is when about to return to his native land — but he 
did the honours of his table with a becoming show 
of unconcern, and towards 2 am., when the product 
of Madame Clicquot's vines had been round some 
ten or eleven times, raUied sufficiently to take a 
hopeful view of his position. He had an unde who 
was Cabinet Minister at St, Petersburg, a statesman 
of the old Russian school, strong upon protocols, 
and devoted to the interests of his family. He had 
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&ever kept up much intitnacy vith this relative, 
whom, to tell the truth, be had always considered a 
bore; but he resolved that, on the next day, he 
would despatch hJ Tt i a few Mayence hams, a Stras- 
buig pie or two,, and a case of Chdieau Lafille. 
These delicacies would be sure to soften the 
Minister's heart, and might enable him to discover 
some snug sinecure where his nephew would be 
spared the humiliation of eating cabbage-soup and 
the painful necessity of retrenchment Pleased 
enough with himself for having imagined this plan, 
Prince Moleskine adjourned with his friends to the 
dub of the Rue Royale to finish the night — or, 
rather, to begin the morning — with a little irenie et 
quaranU at five napoleons the stake. When he 
returned home, precisely as the big bell of Notre 
Dame tolled six o'clock, he was still in a sanguine 
vein. He had lost three thousand francs, but this 
was a trifle. He remembered some fine sinecures 
under the Russian Government, which were worth 
ten or twelve thousand roubles a year, and he felt 
no doubt that his uncle wotdd have the good taste 
to put him in possession of one of them. 

FrauAPiciurts fStcandStrif}. I/., 7 '. I ,: 
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A few hours later, however, when Prince Moles- 
kine lutd slept, dreamed, got up, and breakfasted, 
he found himself out of sorts and despondent again. 
The morning's post had brought him a budget of 
letters from friends who had seen _his departure an- 
nounced in the papers, and wrote, some to condole 
with and others to congratulate him on that high 
post under Government, which he was popularly 
supposed to have obtained. There were a good 
many tradesmen's hills, too, and these were not 
calculated to raise his spirits; for a man never sees 
so clearly how foolish a thing it is to ruin himself 
as when he contemplates the memoranda of his 
purveyors, and asks himself how much real enjoy- 
ment he has had for his money. As the Prince 
desired that his exit from Paris should be as digni- 
fied as possible — in other words, as he had no wish 
to go off clandestinely with the reputation of being 
beggared, he had appointed a fixed date for settling 
his debts and leaving France; and upon consulting 
his almanack, he now perceived that he only had 
six days left him. He took up a packet of visiting- 
cards and sat down to write in the comer of each 
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of them, very moodily and reluctantly, the letters 
P. P. C. It is incredible how sorrowfully a Russian 
traces these letters when he is anywhere west of the 
Danube. And yet in Russia, as elsewhere, small 
bt^s are taught the virtue of patriotism; and Prince 
Moleskine, when at school, had beeo made to write 
from copy-book texts: "Moscovia is the pearl of 
nations. Our Csar is Ike Father of his people'' 

Towards four o'clock, having dressed himself 
and filled his card-case, Prince Moleskine put a 
cigar into his mouth and went out on foot to take a 
turn down the Boulevards. The air of the Boule- 
vards is the quintessence of that Parisian atmosphere 
which Russians so love, and which poor Prince 
Moleskine had but a week more to breathe. Be- 
sides, on this occasion he had a particular object in 
selecting this walk. He possessed a good many 
literary and artistic acquaintances whom he wished 
to invite to his farewell suppers; and the Boulevards 
are a place where every Parisian who holds a pen 
or a pencil may be seen on business or otherwise 
between four and six. 

As the Prince debouched on to the Boulevard 
7' '■ ,', 
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des Italiens, the pavements and cafe were teeming 
with bustle. It was just the hour when the evening 
papers come out, and when editors and journalists 
delighted to have got their work over, desert the 
dozens of offices in the Rue du Croissant and the 
Rue Montmatre, and spread in thirsty hordes along 
the whole line of thoroughfare between the Th64tre 
des Vari^^S and the Grand H6tel. A wonderful 
amount of good-fellowship exists between French 
journalists, notwithstanding the spirit with which 
they abuse each other from the columns of their 
respective papers. The fact that the Feuille de 
Chou is at daggers-drawn with the Ftuille de Radis, 
does not prevent the writers of those prints from 
fraternising very amicably when they have wiped 
their pens. They sit cheek by jowl in the same 
caf^sj and though the Feuille de Chou has frequently 
accused the Feuille de Radii of being supported out 
of the secret-service funds, and though the Feuillt 
de Radii has retorted the accusation with bitter irony, 
yet the combatants seem to think none the worse of 
one another, and will often take their absinthe peace- 
fully and like good Christians at the same table. 
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Prince Moleskine had not walked far when he 
ran almost into the anns of & small, dapper man, 
who was Bcunying along at a radng speed with a 
glass in his lett eye, and a large bundle of papen 
under his arm. 

"I beg your pardon," said the latter rather 
testily, in the tone of one whose meaning is "Con- 
found you!" and he was about to start off again, 
when, catching sight of the Prince's face, his own 
features cleared, and he exclaimed, holding out his 
hand: — "Oh, it's you, Prince. How do you do? 
You see before you one of the most unlucky men 
in Christendom." 

"Unlucky, my dear Jfonsieur Roquet 1" answered 
the Prince, laughing. "1 can hardly believe that; I 
always see you so cheerfiil. What's the matter?" 

"Ah! yes, unlucky and indignant too," continued 
the little man, beginning to gesticulate. "Look 
here!" and he drew from amidst his papers a long 
proof slip covered with corrections. "1 declare it's 
infamous," he oied, "infamous and disgusting. 
Therms no living in such a country as this any 
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longer. But, Stay, we shall be able to talk better 
in a caffi. Come along: here are two seats vacant" 

And, without further ceremony, little M. Roquet, 
who appeared very friendly with Prince Molesfcine, 
pushed him towards one of the tables outside the 
Cafi Riche, and shouted to a waiter to bring two 
glasses of absinthe. 

"We can talk at our ease here," he proceeded, 
laying down his papers, and gabbling so fast that 
his words appeared to jostle and run over each 
other in issuing from his mouth. "I've told you 
already it's infamous and disgusting, and I repeat it. 
This is not a civilised countiy; we're worse off than 
you, Prince; Siberia's nothing to it Ah! the brigands, 
■with their press laws, and fines and imprisonments, 
and judges sold by the pack I Thought is fettered, 
sir; our tongues are padlocked, our pens loaded with 
chain-shotl You don't believe it? You smilel Look 
at this, then, and see. Pve never written a better 
article than this in my whole life. It's brilliant, 
caustic, witty. Oh yes, witty: for I know my merits, 
and Pm not ashamed to own them. If s the wittiest 
thing thafs been printed i(x this many a day; fco-. 
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betwixt you and me, there's not a man in France 
that can hold a candle to me in irony; and yet you 
perceive how the simpletons have hacked it about! 
And who do you imagine it is who has done this? 
Who, should you think, has been Vandal enough 
to run his pen through such passages as this, and 
this one again, and that one there? The Censor- 
ship? Not a bit of it; there is no censorship for 
papers. The editor? No, for I am the editor. 
Who then? Why, the proprietor. Prince, my own 
partner, my friend — hang him! Yes, you stare! No 
wonder; so did L Isn't it enough to make one go 
mad and tear one's hair, and howl and emigrate to 
the end of the earth, and found a newspaper 
amongst the crabs and tadpoles?" 

The little man stopped to take breath; gulped 
down a large draught of absinthe; and then started 
off again like an express train; his two eyes gleam- 
ing with the brightness of a couple of lanterns, 
and his voice growing shrHl and sharp as an engine- 
whistle. 

"But all this is just my luck, Prince. Fortune 
has played tricks with me ever since I was fool 
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enough to buy an ink-pot, a pen, and a ream of 
paper. Never yet have I met with an editor whom 
I could convert to my views. Every one of them, 
without exception, has grown scared, shied, and 
finally thrown me over. The first I wrote under 
was poor Griffon — he's dead now, and I'm sony for 
it, for I bear no malice. Before I had been a fort- 
night on his paper, I got him six months' imprison- 
ment, and the printer two. They ought both to 
have been uncommonly grateful, for it established 
the success of their business, and made the paper 
sell like bread in famine time. But they weren't 
When Griffon was sentenced, he said: 'If it was 
you who had the imprisonment. Roquet, I should 
see no objection; but you've got off with six days; 
and what with fine expenses, and fees for defence, 
this affair has cost the paper 20,000 ftancs. Try 
and see if you can't tone down a little.' Of course 
I made an effort to do what he called 'tone down,' 
but I couldn't manage it He used to shred my 
articles into ribbons. 'That'll never 'do,' said L 
Tm a Republican, and must speak plain.' 'So am 
I a Republican,' answered Griffon; 'but that's no 
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reason wby I should ram my head against a stone 
walL Our press laws are too hard for us, man; you 
must keep clear of them. If B a suicidal plan to 
tilt headlong against them as you're doing.' Well, 
the upshot of it was, that Griffon and I parted, and 
I went over to a new paper that had just been 
founded. I remained there exactly six weeks, and 
then an article of mine got the paper suppressed. 
The proprietor and editor cursed as I've never heard 
men curse before or since; so that I got disgusted 
and sent them both a challenge. We fought with 
pistols. I winged the proprietor, but got winged 
by the editor, and we had a month's imprisonment 
all round for fighting. I don't beheve they were 
true Republicans, though; I suspect they were sub- 
sidised by the police. The editor used to cut the 
most telling hits out of my papers, and the article 
that sent us into court would never have crept in at 
all had he not been absent the day it appeared. 
After this I went about from paper to paper, but it 
was everywhere the saine. My style was too sharp 
ibr them. Egad I I was not the man to mince mat- 
ters. If Government had a sore place anjrwhere. 
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I laid my fiager on it at once, and made them 
shriek. The Ministers hated me hke pitch. They 
tried to buy me. They had a special spy to dog 
me about. Ah! you don't know what are the per- 
secutions that a man of genius has to suffer in 
spreading the holy light of truth! But dear Re- 
public!" (here the little M. Roquet uncovered his 
pate.) "I bore it all for thy sake. Yes; one of 
these days, when thou hast broken the sceptre of 
the usurper in thy strong fail hands; when thou 
hast shattered the throne into fagots to make fire 
for the poor; when the palace of the tyrant has be- 
come an asylum for the homeless sick, and the 
drum of the praetorian no longer beats in our streets 
to remind us of our slavery; then — yes, then, thou 
wilt remember how thy devoted child endured af- 
fliction for thee, how he loved thee, how he pro- 
claimed thee, even in the face of the myrmidons 
of oppression, to be ever sacred, beautiful, and peer- 
less!" 

M. Roquet delivered this apostrophe with the 
same volubihty as if he had learned it all out of a 
book. A sb'anger hearing him for the first time 
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miglit have fancied the honest little man's absinthe 
was too strong for him; but the Prince, who ap- 
peared to know him well, listened with quiet atten- 
tion, and made no effort to interrupt him. 

"And now," went on M. Koquet, taking a new 
gulp out of his glass, and catching up his mangled 
proof again — "And now you want to know what 
this is. Look at these erasures; look here, and 
look there, and tell me whether you don't think, 
upon your honour and conscience, that a man who 
could have marked out such passages must be sold 
to the police. The man who did it is Potiron, my 
partner; for I scorn now to call him my friend. Six 
months ago, seeing that the Government and all the 
editors together were in league against me, I went 
to Potiron, who was once a grocer, and has money, 
and proposed (hat we should found a paper to- 
gether. He was to find the funds and I the talent. 
Said I, 'You'll be aiding in a glorious work, and 
youll have tickets for all the theatres gratis; my 
name will soon raise the circulation to fifty, thou- 
sand, and we'll share the profits.' Nothing could 
be fairer, and Potiron accepted. La Carmagnole 
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came out, price three sous, and with me as editor. 
The Srst week we sold ten thousand, the next week 
twenty, the third week Potiron and I were in priscxi; 
but I edited the paper all the same at Sainte 
P^lagie, and the circulation went on rising and 
rising until we had reached fifty thousand, and the 
Government was half crazy. Well, would you be- 
lieve itP PotirOQ was no sooner out of prison than 
he declared he had had enough of it! It is true 
we had had forty thousand francs' worth of lines 
laid upon us in instalments; but wfaat of that? 
weren't we suffering for the good cause? I put it 
in this li^t to Potiron, and appealed to his man- 
liness. But be said, 'Ccmfound the good cause! if 
h goes on in this way I shall be ruined.' And this 
morning, when I came down to the office, what 
should I see but a barrister, whom the poltroon had 
hired to revise my writings and see that there was 
nothing actionable in them? You observe what a 
fine hash the two between them have made of my 
article; there's not a sentence theyVe left untouched. 
By heaven! they've pared down my ideas until 
there's not so much as the rind remaining of them. 

.^"^>8l^ 
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But this was too much. I lost patience. I told 
Potiron to his face that I had found him out; that 
he was in the pay of the Rue de J^salem; and 
that he was playing iato the hands of despotism. I 
threw down my kejrs— for I can no longer as- 
sociate with venal individuals whom I despise — and 
here I am," 

"And what are you going to do now?" asked 
the Prince. 

"To-morrow morning, at six o'clock, I am going 
to fight Potiron in the Bois de Vincennes, with foils," 
answered M. Roquet, simply. "After that I think I 
shall go abroad for a year or two, and travel. 
France is not a country where a man of large views, 
like me, can live. The eternal truths of Liberalism 
are trampled down on our shores. Genius writes 
its leading articles with a sergent-de-ville on its right 
hand and a gendarme on its left I am sick of it; 
I must have change of sc^ne. I must try and 
forget that my country has given birth to such men 
as Potiron," 

"What do you say to coming with me to Russia?" 
asked Prints Moleskine, smiling. 

"""8l^ 
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"Ah!" eiclaimed the little journalist, looking up 
enthusiastically, "that's an idea! Russia is a virgin 
soil — at least, virgin for such a purpose as mine. 
The seeds of liberty have never been scattered 
there; the whole intellect of the nation lies fallow. 
I might found a paper, title, 'The Harbinger' — 
harbinger of truth, you know; price ten kopecks, 
published weekly in French, with cheap edition in 
Russian for the native workmen. You provide the 
funds and I furnish the talent." 

"But," expostulated the Prince, who had not 
expected to be taken at his word, and was as much 
astonished as amused at the small man's earnestness 
— "But, my dear Monsieur Roquet, you will find 
gendarmes and police spies as plentiful in my 
country as here, and even more so: our press laws, 
too, are much less pleasant than yours." 

"Ah yes, but there will be the glory of apostle- 
ship. Do you count for nothing the triumphs of 
John Huss, of Savonarola, of Luther? the pride of 
being the first to spread hght among a benighted 
people! I shall send my name down to posterity in 
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the annals of your national history. Prince; and I 
shall write a book in three volumes on the sodal 
conditioa of Russia, octavo size, hound in red, price 
five francs, six editions in the first month." 

He had already drawn a pencil from his pocket 
and was rapidly making an inventory of the things 
he was likely to want for his journey, M. Roquet 
was one of those men whose brains appear to be 
perpetually simmering like the kettles of Cornish 
housewives. He bounced about with the restless 
activity of a fly in a drum. As soon as he had a 
scheme in his mind — and he had about twenty a 
day — he was for putting it into execution at once, 
and it cost him no more hesitation to set off for 
Russia at a week's notice than it would have done 
to go on a pleasure-trip to Sl Cloud. There was 
no question about his being a man of talent; but 
his talent was of that peculiar sort which is always 
getting its possessor into trouble. All government 
would be impossible if there were many such good- 
natured, wayward, feather-brained subjects as he. 
Opposition to constituted authority was with him a 
creed, as well as an instinct. Had France been 
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governed b^ a Ro;^ly, he would bxve been an Im- 
perialist; as it happened to be ruled by an Em- 
peror, he was a Republican. Very conscientious 
withal, he had foug^ half-a-dozen duels with brother 
journalists triio had taunted him with having no 
settled ccmvictions, and he would have fought half-a- 
dozen more had anybody ventured to insinuate that 
he was b^^otedly devoted to any particular party. 
Eveiybody in Paris knew him, and most people 
liked him, for he was generous with his money, 
wrote very drolly, and praised himself with so much 
naljveness that it was impossible to suspect his good 
faith. In his private conviction he esteemed himself 
not only the first joumaUst in France, but the first 
in Europe; and the Government had done not a 
little to foster this opinion in his mind by the ob- 
stinate way in which they had persecuted him. It 
was, perhaps, a failing in M. Roquet that he looked 
upon ail who were not of his way of thinking as 
police spies; but we are none of us perfect. Taken 
all in all, he was a pleasant-tempered fellow, and 
the fact that he always took the part of oppressed 
factions was proof enough that, whatever may have 
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been his other defects, truckling to people in power 
was not One of them. 

The Prince had frequently met him out, and 
thought him amusing and quaint; but the idea of 
taking a journey across Europe in the company of 
such a man was not one he seriously entertained, 
and he began to grow somewhat alarmed on observ- 
ing how firmly the notion had seized hold of his 
excited friend's imaginatioru He tried to throw out 
a few hints as to the uncivilised character of the 
Russian police, and the utter want of ceremony 
displayed by the Czar's Government in its relations 
with subversive prints; but this in nowise damped 
the little man's ardour. "Oh," said he, with a wave 
of the hand, "forewarned is forearmed. I know I 
shall be persecuted: so was Alexander Herzen, who 
founded the Kolokol; but after all what do I care? 
They won't suppress me at once; and before I am 
compelled to hold my tongue I shall have made my 
name as famous among your poor moujiks as it is 
among our own unfortunate, down-trodden pro- 
letaries." 

(Proletary, by the way, was the word M, Roquet 

FmchPittvni (SiesadStriiii. II. 8 
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invaiiably employed in alluding to the working- 
classes. His readers of the Faubourg St. Antoine 
and the Quartier Mouffetaid felt rather flattered by 
it. They faEcied it was a synonym for "injured in- 
nocents," and it is not veiy certain M. Roquet 'did 
not think so too; he found little time to consult 
dictionaries.) 

"But I have an uncle who is a Minister," ejacu- 
lated the Prince, looking rather blank, "and I aro 
afraid he would not thank me, Monsieur Roquet, if 
he knew I was coimected with an opposition 
paper." 

"I am glad you've an uncle who is a minister," 
rejoined the journalist, complacently; "for that will 
save us from fleabite vexations. Open persecution 
I don't mind, but petty annoyances, such as the 
police heap upon one here, always put me out of 
temper. It's well to have a friend iu a high place; 
he acts as lightning conductor. As to your uncle 
not liking the opposition, that, of course, is pre- 
judice; we'll write him out of it, we'll convert him 
to our side. By the way, where do you live?" 

"In the most desolate spot of all Russia," groaned 
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Prince Moleskine, hoping to disenchant his tenacious 
friend. "I am two hundred and iift7 leagues from 
a railway-sUtion. The postman only comes near us 
on<» every ten days. There's not a man who can 
speak French within a week's journey of me." 

"That's capital!" exclaimed little M. Roquet, 
rubbing his hands. "To be sure, I should have 
been glad to publish 'The Harbinger' at St Peters- 
burg, but I shall learn more of Russian life by being 
light in the centre of a peasant district Besides, if 
we are so far away from a railway station, I shall be 
able to bring out a dozen numbers or so of the 
paper before the Government hears anything about 
it I suppose there's a printing-press in one or 
other of the country towns near you? I'll write the 
paper and you shall translate it into Russian. A 
dozen numbers will be enough to revolutionise the 
whole district Egad! we'll have a rising like those 
of Steuko-Razin and Pougatcheff. The other pro- 
vinces' will take fire. There will be some fitting, 
castle-burning, a general insurrection of the pea- 
santry; the Government will be frightened into 
^ving rflfOFSi, and pertiaps a constitution, «md you 
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and I shall both have a statue. Waiter 1 two more 
glasses of absinthe." 

"You go and be hanged," Prince Moleskine felt 
tempted to say, but he refrained himself, and 
remarked grimly, "I see you are bent on it, my dear 
Monsieur Roquet; but I warn you it's a dreaiy hole, 
and the cookery is detestable; we shall have notliing 
to eat but cabbage-soup." 

"Prince," rejoined the small journalist, drawing 
himself up to bis full height and laying his hand on 
his heart, "I am the son of my own works. My 
father sold shoestrings at a street-comer, and many's 
the time when I've gone to bed without so much as 
a crust of bread under my waistcoat. Do you think 
the fact of being obliged to eat cabbage-soup would 
deter me from undertaking the regeneration of a 
country? "Die Spartans lived on randd broth and 
black bread, and yet Sparta begat Lycurgus and 
Iseonidas." 

, "But Tm not of your opinion in politics," pro- 
tested Prince Moleskine, getting desperate; 'Tm not 
a republican." 

"No, I don't suppose you are," rejoined M. 
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Koquet indulgently, "for I don't suspect you've any 
political opinions at all as yet You're a Prince, 
you're not thirty years old, and you've been amusing 
yourself all your life; what can you possibly know 
of politics? But I'll instruct you. m prove you 
that my doctrines are the only ones compatible with 
common sense, and you'll soon fall in with my views, 
for I observe you've a fair amount of intelligence." 

After this flattering prediction there was nothing 
for it but to give in. Prince Moleskine shrugged 
his shoulders and laughed. 

"Well, I start on Thursday next," he said. 

"I shall be ready," answered the journalist. 
"Here's the list of things I shall want; I am going 
to order them to-ni^t." 

"You seem to make very light of your duel with 
M. Potiron," observed the Prince good-humouredly, 
as he rose to go. "Mind he doesn't run his foil 
through your plans I" 

"No danger," answered M. Roquet "He can't 
fence; we shan't hurt each other. By the way, I've 
not sent him my seconds yet: will you be one? And 
yet no," he added, quickly: "you're a nobleman — it 

tootle 
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wouldn't do. If my poor proletaiies were to hear 
that I asked a Prince to secoad me, they'd fancy I 
had turned my coat." 

"But what will they say, then, when they learn 
that you have gone to Russia with meP" 

"Oh, in your country it doesn't matttt. East of 
the Vistula every gentleman is a prince. Besides, 
who knows? we may convert Russia into a republic 
Masaniello turned Naples upside down, and he was 
less of a man than I am." 

Upon this the small journalist shook hands con- 
fidentially with the Boyard, and hurried away in the 
direction of the Rue Montmartre to hunt up two 
seconds, whilst Prince MoleEkine, considerably 
astonished at the results of his afternoon's walk, 
strolled off to Chevet's to order some Mayence 
hams and some Strasburg pies for his uncle the 
Minister. 

IL 

A fortni^t later the two fellow-travellers were 
at St Petersbmg. We have not wasted time by 
describing the farewell entertainments which the 
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Prince gave his friends, nor the exemplary manner 
in which he paid all his bills, nor the regrets with 
vhich his tiadesmen saw him depart, nor the graphic 
style in which the fashionable reporters descanted 
on his splendid estate in the province of Tcheremiss, 
and the yet more splendid post which the Govern- 
ment of his country had begged him to accept We 
have not dwelt, either, on the duel, in which M. 
Jean-Jacques Roquet wounded M. Th^ophile Potiron 
in the fleshy part of the leg, and was himself trans- 
fixed by that gendeman through the fleshy part of 
the ri^t arm. All these events were duly chronicled 
1^ the Gazettes, most of which furthermore stated 
that M. Jean- Jacques Roquet had accompanied Prince 
Moleskine to Russia to enjoy the pastime of bear- 
faunting, a sport in which be was known to be pro- 
ficient. Our friend, the Paris Correspondent, wrote 
to his paper as follows: — 
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fiden* Ih.l flie po.t lo which Prime Moleikine has hi 
of Atchi-Chiimbtrlaiii lo H.l.H. Ihe Grand Ducheu I 



G , the Duke de H , the wilty Counl de X , »nd my friend Ihe 

eelebraledJDumalistJtaD- Jacques Roquel, wlio hM p.omised meabeu-- 
•Ud. 

Whilst these veracious particulars were being set 
up in print. Prince Moleskine and his companion 
were being whirled across the Continent, dreaming 
very little of bear-shooting. The enterprising M, 
Roquet had set out on his journey with his arm in 
a sling, and with an imposing quantity of luggage. 
When once the train had started, he infonned his 
friend that one of his boxes was full of works on 
political economy, and that another contained a 
small portable printing-machine, bought in case there 
should be any difhculty in finding a printer for 
"The Harbinger." This said, he lost no time in 
beginning the political education of the Prince, and 
treated him to vivid running commentaries on the 
manners, customs, institutions, and future prospects 
of the different peoples through whose countries 
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they were passing. He was not effectually silenced 
until the Polish frontier, where the Custom-house 
officers, notwithstanding his indignant protests, con- 
fiscated his printing- machine, his box of works on 
political economy, a number of the "Revue des 
Deux Mondes," which he carried in his hand for 
desultory reading, the manuscript of a novel of his 
three parts iinished, and a copy of the "Journal des 
D^bats," discovered by one of the officials in the 
tail-pocket of his coat As he made a good deal of 
noise at first, and talked of liberty, the rights of 
man, and other odd things, a functionary took down 
his name in a note-book, and telegraphed it to St 
Petersburg; so that poor M. Roquet, who had been 
exceedingly glum during the last four-and-twenty 
hours of his journey, found a gentleman in a braided 
cap on the look-out for him when he reached the 
capital, and was followed to his hotel by this at- 
tentive person, who was good enough to dog him 
wherever he went for the first few days after his 
arrival As ill-luck would have it, the two travellers 
alighted in St, Petersburg on a day when there was 
a grand review of troops. The hotel where they 
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put up was the best in the Newski Prospect; and 
M. Jean-Jacques Roquet, as he looked out of his 
window, beheld the entire length of that enormous 
thoroughfare, as well as the whole of the immense 
square of St. Isaac, filled with compact masses of 
soldiery marching in full uniform, and with a stilT- 
ness which only Russian warriors have, to the Im- 
perial Park, where the reviews take place. There 
might have been fifty thousand soldiers or more, and 
very tough they looked. "Dear me!" muttered M, 
Roquet, "that's an amazing number of men, isn't 
it?" "Oh, that's nothing," answered Prince Mole- 
skine significantly. "It's not half the garrison of St. 
Petersburg." And upon this M. Roquet could not 
help thinking that he had perhaps made an un- 
fortunate choice in selecting Russia as the birth- 
place of his "Harbinger." 

By way of acquainting himself with the perio- 
dical literature of the country he asked for a native 
paper, and a waiter in red plush breeches and a 
laced coat brought him up on a silver tray the "St 
Petersburg Gazette," in the chief column of whidi 
he read this: — 
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The day before. yeslerdjiy Hit ImpeiUl MftjettT Ibc Csar doigDfid t 

the biaoch of a tree faUiDg on bu au^it head aod proetratidg him to th 
euth. Dt. OilofT, the couit phTiidui. was at once on the spot, and hi 
M^esty was graciouity pleased to allow hia head to be ruhhed with a 
cmhiDcatJDD , after which he deighed to feel better , aod by the cod of th 
dny wa> graciouily pleucd to fed no moie pjuo at atl. 



Whilst the French journalist was occupied, very 
much to his stupefactioD, in conning over this and 
other like paragraphs, Prince Mokskine was getting 
ready for a visit to his uncle. Out of courtesy he 
had sent to the Minister's mansion immediately on 
his arrival to beg the favour of an audience, and 
had received the verbal reply, that he might come 
when he pleased. This seemed to him kind, for it 
does not take much to set a man hoping : and he 
started out rather cheerfully, attired in a dress-coat, 
white gloves, and a white cravat, as if he were going 
to the opera. The broad, empty wind-swept streets 
of St Petersburg had, however, an unconscionably 
bleak look to him as he rolled through them in the 
rumbling landau of his hotel. He mentally com- 
pared the shabby crazy droskkis plying for hire down 
the roadway, the duty, howling, bearded isvostshickt, 
the small greasy tea-shops, and the dumpy, hard- 
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featured Russian tradeswomen, with the smart cabs, 
coachmen, caf^s, and shopkeepers of the pleasant 
city he had just left, and he prayed from the depths 
of his heart that his powerful relative might have 
some lucrative post to dispose of which would en- 
able him — Prince Moleskine — to live six or seven 
months a year out of his native land — pearl of 
nations though it was. At his uncle's mansion, in 
front of which were two mounted sentries aimed to 
the teeth, Prince Moleskine was kept an hour and a 
half in am ante-room: after that twenty minutes in a 
corridor; and it was not until be had seen some two 
score petitioners of various degree file before him 
that his own turn came. An usher with a gilt chain 
round his neck led him silently down a successicm 
of passages, and showed him into a large, warmly 
carpeted room, where a thin man with gold spec- 
tacles and a face wrinkled like a baked apple, was 
writing letters at a table, and looking uncommonly 
sour and sulky. 

Prince Moleskine had not seen his unde, Prince 
Shepskine, for seven or eight years, and was a few 
seconds recognising the affectionate individual who 
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did not so much as hold out a hand to him, but 
addressed him abruptly in a snappish tone without 
even looking up from his papers. 

"So you've come back to Russia, have you, Paul 
Petrowich,* and you've run through your last rouble 
of course, else I shouldn't see you here? I bet a 
thousand ounces of gold to a brass kopeck that 
you've called to asjc me for a place!" 

This was as unsatisfactory a commencement as 
could have been imagined. Prince Moleskine had 
expected something quite different. He stammered, 
blushed red, and looked foolish. 

"Don't try and tell a lie," pursued the sUtes- 
man, taking a pinch of snufT. "Lies are in ex- 
cessively bad taste, especially when they are use- 
less. When I saw your Strasburg pies last week, I 
said, Paul Petrovrich will follow soon after, and sure 
enough here you are. Now, what is it you want me 
to do?" 

Paul Petrowich, who had not been prepared for 
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such a summaty method of conducting the conversa- 
tion, found nothing to answer, and gazed fixedly at 
his own hat. 

The Minister eyed him with apparent curiosity 
for a moment or two, then took out a roll of parch- 
ment fiom a drawer in his ubie, and pushed it to- 
wards his nephew: 

"There," said he: "I knew you'd be here soon, 
so I made out your appointment on the day the pies 
came. You will be good enough to start to-morroiv, 
and alone, please, for you've brought a jackanapes 
of a Frenchman with you, who had better go back 
to his country without loss of time. Your place is 
a very good one: Deputy-governor of Leghis, in the 
Caucasus. The salary is not large, but the emolu- 
ments are worth five or six times the actual pay; 
and if you're clever, — which I don't believe you are, 
by the way, else you'd have married a girl with 
money, and not come back begging places of Govern- 
ment; — if you're clever, I say, you ought to build up 
your fortune again in a few years' time, and then 
we'll make a Governor of you." 

"The Caucasus!" exclaimed Prince Moleskinc, 
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who had turned pale at the dreaded name, and was 
staring blankly at the par^Jiment "But you really 
can't be in earnest, sir; it's as bad as sending me to 
Siberia 1" 

"Do you mean to say you refiise?" asked the 
Minister, in a tone of angei and surprise. 

"I can never go to the Caucasus," said the young 
man doggedly; "your excellency knows you would 
never have gone there yourselt had you been in my 
place, and I in yours. What is the use of being bom 
in the nineteenth centuiy if one is to eke out one's 
days amongst a herd of cut-throat barbarians? Frankly, 
sir, I should not have trouUed you if I had foreseen 
such an offer as this." 

"Confound youl you forget to whom you're speak- 
ing!" shouted the little apple-faced statesman with 
indignation. 

"No, I know I am speaking to iny uncle," an- 
swered Prince Moleskine dismally; "though I confess 
you have shown httte feeling of kinship for me in 
this circumstance. All our other relatives have been 
enriched by you. It would have cost you nothing 
to give me a good place. It isn't out of your purse 
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that the salaries are paid," The poor fellow's dis- 
appointment was so keen that he was uttering his 
thoughts with a frankness upon which he would 
never have ventured had he taken time to reflect 
what a very sorry helpmate is plain speaking. 

"Hark you, my nephew," said the Minister, 
throwing a furious glance at the young man, "I ad- 
vise you to keep a look-out over that tongue of 
yours, otherwise it will be getting you into trouble. 
What have you ever done for me, I should like to 
know, that I should take you in hand, and enrich 
you? I am not speaking here of affection, for affec- 
tion is a commodity which we Ministers learn to 
dispense with. But you might have been of use to 
me, A man with the fortune and position which 
you had, can always make himself serviceable, even 
when he throws his money out of the window. You 
have been six years in Paris, and have been spend- 
ing at the rate of a million francs a year. What 
have you to show for your money? Have you a 
single friendship that can help either of us? have 
you acquired a grain of influence in diplomatic 
circles? have you taken a lead in French society and 
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made yourself a name? have you secured any allies 
for me in the Paris press? Heaven knows you could 
have coaxed half the journalists of the capital over 
to oui side bad you chosen to try! But no, you 
have made a fool of yourself, and that is all. I have 
watched you narrowly; you have never laid out a 
sou that can brii^ you in any interest. You have 
stupidly frittered away every kopeck of a fortune 
that could have made you one of the most popular 
gentlemen of Europe had you invested it adroitly. 
Your habitual associates have been simpletons; you 
have never courted the society of respectable women, 
so that there is not a drawing-room in Paris where 
you can be s^d to have any fooling. If I send you 
back to France as secretary of legation, or to one of 
the small courts of Germany as envoy, we should 
both of us be laughed at, for you enjoy the reputa- 
tion of being a noodle. Here is this Himalaya 
question in which we are involved. Is there a single 
newspaper in Paris that would publish a leading 
article for you, taking our view of the case? No, 
the whole Paris press is dead against us; the only 
intimate acquaintance you seem to have amongst 

Frmck Pictures {Stcnnd Scni'l. II. 9 



130 PRINCE MOLESKINES CONSPIRACY^ 

journalists is this crack-tn^ned M. Roquet, who has 
so high aa opinion of your intelligence that he hopes 
to make a red republican of you after a few weeks' 
intercourse." 

"And what if he does? I don't think I have much 
inducement to be an Imperialist," muttered Prince 
Moleskine bitterly, though he marvelled that his 
uncle should be so well informed as to the designs 
of the Frenchman. "Before this Emperor of ours 
emancipated the serft, my estate was one of the. 
most flourishing in the country. Now half my fields 
lie fallow; my tenants are emigrating to the south. 
The agent writes to say that he can get nobody to 
work, and not a kopeck of rent. I ought to be in 
(he receipt of half a million roubles a year, and I am 
a beggar." 

"Do you think any of us liked the emancipation - 
of the serfs!" hissed the Minister, rising and speak- 
ing close to his nephew's ear. "I, too, should have 
been beggared if I had not been where I am. . But 
the thing is done now, and neither you nor I can 
undo it. Don't be a fool, Paul Petrowich; take 
this place I offer you. ITiere's many a man better 



off than you are would go down on both knees to 
have iL -In a few years, I tell you, it will make you 
rich, and then we can see and give you somethiog 
better." 

"I won't go to the Caucasus," replied Prince 
Moleskine, out of temper and unreasonable from his 
disappointment "I'd rather go and hve on my es- 
tate, hole as that is." 

"Then go to your estate," said the Minister, in a 
rage. "Only, I will tell you what, my nephew. So 
long as you were cutting your capers in Paris you 
didn't hurt me. Here it is different I've as many 
enemies as white hairs on my head; and if you were 
to play any tricks in this country, or talk Uberal 
trash within earshot of anybody, some of the re- 
sponsibility would be sure to fall upon your relatives, 
myself amongst the number. Now you've ruined 
yourself, but I'm determined you shan't ruin me. 
You can go back to your estate; but I shall have a 
sharp watch kept over your actions and speeches; 
and' as for that M. Roquet, he shall be conducted 
back to the frontier this very day. He can mean 
no' good ty coming here, 'and we've enough Radi- 
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cals of our own without being in need of foreigQ 
importations. That's all I've got to say. Good- 
moming." 

"You can do your worst," said the Prince dt^- 
gedly. "I will do what I please, and say what I 
please, and have what friends I please." 

The Minister shrugged his shoulders and rang 
the bell; and with this exchange of amenities the 
interview terminated. 



III. 
The Minister did his best to have M Jeau- 
Jacques Roquet conveyed under escort to the fron- 
tier, but it was much less easy than he had thought. 
M. Roquet screamed and barricaded himself in his 
room, and harangued the hotel waiters. Prince 
Shepskine was not so firmly rooted in the favour of 
the Court as to risk doing an arbitraiy act without 
a shadow of pretext His main objection to the 
Frenchman was, that, being a notorious republican, 
his intimacy with the nephew of a Minister might 
give rite to unpleasant gossip amongst the crowd of 
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envious folk who lie in ambush round men in high 
places to traduce and supplant them. But when he 
saw what a noise the man of letters was disposed 
to make, he thought it prudent to let him alone, or, 
rather, to reserve the persecution of him for some 
more convenient opportunity. Prince Moleskine 
stuck valiantly by his friend, though in his heart of 
hearts, — having nothing but trouble to expect in his 
company, — he wished him at Kamtschatka. The 
police were instructed to offer an apology, and to 
declare that they had mistaken M. Koquct for some- 
body else — which they did with extraordinary good 
grace and civility. M. Roquet seized upon the oc- 
casion to ask for his printing-press, his works on 
political economy, his manuscript, and his "Revue 
des Deux Mondes." The pohce gave him a blank 
form of petition to fill up, and after driving to seven 
different Government offices and conversing with 
twenty-three clerks, the journalist was assured that 
inquiries would certainly be made, and that he might 
call for an answer in six or seven weeks' time. 

Prince Moleskine, however, was in a hurry to be 
off, and hastened his preparations for that purpose. 
St. Petersbui^ is only supportable to those wljo have . 
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money. The' Prince's ruin was better known among 
his own countrymen than it was in Paris, and it is 
never particularly agreeable to be stared at, and 
pointed at, and even tittered at, as poor Prince 
Moleskine apprehended he would be, if he ventured 
to go into society. As for M. Roquet, the sedulous 
attentions of the man in the braided cap, who fol- 
lowed him closely wherever he went, had ended by 
giving .him the nightmare. He, too, was anxious to 
be gone, and he heaved a sigh of relief when he 
found himself in the heavy landau that was to bear 
him away to the province of Tcheremiss. In ad- 
dition to the Prince's valet, groom, and cook, who 
journeyed everywhere with their master, the travellers 
were this time accompanied by a house-steward, 
who had been engaged at SL Petersbui^. He was 
recommended by the landlord of the hotel, and was 
a Pole, with a shock of red hair, and a surprising 
talent for murdering every language in Europe. He 
talked to. the Prince's valet in German; to his cook 
in Italian; to his groom in English, and completely 
ingratiated himself with M. Jean-Jacques Roquet, by 
declaring that though his — M. Stanislas Milkiewickz's 
— body was in Russia, yet his heart was in Franc?, 
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dn the land of Danton and Roquet! The journey 
■was as painful a pilgrimi^ as any man could wish 
to his bitterest foe, as an expiation for a life of sin. 
Save in winter, when the roads are frozen, and one 
can ride in sledges. Heaven help the bones of the 
Russian traveller! Ruts two feet deep; branches of 
trees lying across the roadway; huge flints as big as 
cannon-balls; and every couple of hours a break- 
down, with no houses or light, no wheelwrights 
wittuQ twenty miles to set matters straight, and a 
fierce howling savage wind sweeping up clouds of 
dust to blind the horses and choke the passengers. 
Here, the landau comes to a dead standstill, em- 
bedded up to the axletrees in shish, and the travel- 
lers have to get out and push and tug, and perspire 
until they are wet through, and covered from top 
to toe with mud. Further on, the harness breaks 
in two or three places at once, and has to be 
mended with bits of string, pocket-handkerchie&, 
braces, or with one's necktie. One of the horses 
then hes down in the dirt, and refuses to move on. 
■The Russian driver takes to coaxing: "My Httle 
father, my pigeon, my pretty cousin, don't he down 
so and l^ak the heart of your poor' isvoslshick." 
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This occupies about half-an-hour, during which the 
travellers blow on their finger-tips, and flatten their 
noses against the window-panes, to see if there is a 
village within view. The roadside inns have nothing 
to offer one but a brick floor to sleep on. People 
take theii own provisions with them; if not, they 
must put up with bread, a few shades darker than 
the sckwarx-hrod of Germany, and infinitely more 
sour. Perhaps also Ihey may get a piece of raw 
ham, derived from a gaunt, thin pig, tough and 
stringy; but this is doubtful. To crown the plea- 
sures of the voyage, one must exhibit one's pass- 
port and road-bill five or six times a day at the 
posting-houses; and if one has let either of them 
drop in one of the numerous breakdowns, there is 
nothing for it but to go back alt the way and get 
another. A Russian post-master would allow him- 
self to be hashed into mincemeat sooner than allow 
you to pass without the written official order. 

It was exactly five weeks after setting out from 
St Petersburg, that the Prince, his friend, and suite, 
drove up the moss-grown avenue which ted to 
Moleskine Hall, or Moleskine Castle, eighty-three 
versts team lie town of Oufa, and twen^ from the 
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Kiver Kama. The house had an imposing ap- 
pearance, and gave the beholder an idea of regal 
pomp, until he got inside aiid saw the faded fumi- 
ture, damp walls, cracked ceilings, and general look 
of desertion and squalor that hung about the old 
place, which had not been inhabited by a Moleskine 
since the time of the Emperor Paul It took the 
two Mends a week to organise themselves com- 
fortable quarters, by selecting the best of the chairs 
and tables, the carpets and curtains with fewest 
holes in them, and the rooms which had least 
suffered from decay. Prince Moleskine was evidently 
humiliated at showing himself so considerably re- 
duced from his Parisian splendour; but he was no 
longer sorry that M. Jean-Jacques Roquet had ac- 
companied him, for life would have been simply 
unbearable in such a place without a companion. 
The journalist on his side bore eveiything remarkably 
welL Before leaving Paris, he had obtained a com- 
mission as travelling correspondent to a daily paper, 
and he was no sooner settled in bis new abode, 
than he fell to work, writing astonishing letters 
upon the things he had seen and passed through. 
Editors were only afraid of M. Roquet when he took 
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to handling French affairs. There was no objection 
to his abusing Russia and the Russian Government, 
so that M. Roquet gave his pen and imagination 
full play. Unfortunately, as we shall see by and 
by, all his letters were stopped by the police; 
whence posterity has been deprived of the pleasure 
of reading many pleasant chapters, and doubtless 
of acquiring much novel information. 

Three months passed in an uneventful manner, 
the days succeeding each other monotonisusly. Up 
to mid-day the Prince was generally busy with his 
agent, either riding about the estate, or going over 
accounts with him to see what could be made of 
his dilapidated budgets. M. Roquet during the 
same time wrote, with admirable care and zeal, the 
letters which were never to reach their destination. 
Or busied himself about the first chapters of his 
work in three volumes on the Social Regeneration of 
Russia. In the afternoons the friends used often 
to go out shooting, the game on the estate being as 
abundant as if a gun had never been fired in the 
district However, there is the stuff of a conspirator 
in every radical Frenchman, and M, Roquet was not 
the man to confine himself to exploits entirely harm- 
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less and peaceful He bad not come to Russia to 
enjoy himself, be was bent on dabbling in political 
achievements of some sort, and he had by no means 
abandoned bis idea of preaching what be called bis 
doctiines of truth among the moujiks. Unfortunately, 
there was no possibility of starting the light-dis- 
seminating "Harbinger" in the district In .the first 
place, there was no printer within four-and-twenty 
hours' joumey^ and in the next, none of die peasants, 
with the exception of the priest, the postmaster, and 
the tax-gatherer, could read. 

M. Jean-Jacques Roquet was rather of the opinion 
of Oesar, that it is better to be first at Moleskine 
than second at Rome. The bttle man could not do 
without bis incense, and the homage of a posse of 
worshippers. He longed to see the honest, squab 
faces of die peasants gathered round him admiringly, 
and he cursed the difSculties of the Russian language 
.which stood in the way of his addressing them on 
topics political and social, and awakening them to 
a sense of their degradation. He did not confide 
any of bis sentiments on this point to bis host, for 
he had noticed with chagrin that the Prince was 
less amenable than he bad hoped to thelanguage 



140 PRINCE UOLESKINES CON^IRACV. 

of truth and liberty; but he took into his confidence 
the excellent Pole, Milkiewickz, who appeared filially 
devoted to him, and expressed his readiness to abet 
him in any schemes he might form for overturning 
anything or overthrowing anybody. 

It was a great comfort to the zealous Frenchman 
to have this faithful Pole with him. M. Stanislas 
Milkiewickz agreed with everything he said, and 
was the person who always rode with his letters to 
the post, so that they might be in safe bands. When 
pressed to it by the journalist, M. Milkiewickz would 
tell a heart-rending tale of the afflictions which his 
family had endured at the hands of the Russians. 
At certain passages he used to tear his red hair 
out in large bunches, and run his head against the 
wall with avowed intention of putting an end to his 
miserable hfe. It took M. Roquet an immense deal 
of bodily strength and oral persuasion to reconcile him 
with existence : on a certain occasion the two fell into 
one another's arms and wept. How not feel confidence 
in such a man? One day M. Roquet revealed to him 
a scheme for holding secret socialist meetings among 
the peasantry of a neighbouring landholder, with 
an ulterior view to provoking an agrarian revoluti(Ni. 
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The landholder upon whose tenants M. Roquet 
proposed to begin his work of enlightenment was a 
wealthy prince, who lived in St. Petersburg in winter, 
at Baden or Gastein in summei, and, like most 
Russian noblemen of fortune, never came near his 
estate save once in the course of every five years, 
to levy extra supplies of money. Of course M. 
Jeau-Jacques Roquet could not do his Mend Prince 
Moleskine the ill-service of exciting his peasantty 
to sedition, but he had no terms to keep with Prince 
Moleskine's neighbour, and it pleased bim to think 
he might organise a rising by means of occult meet- 
ings held after nightlall in caverns or out-of-the-way 
bams, like the eariy ChiisUans of yore, and the 
Albigenses. It was arranged that the Reformer 
should write his "Harbinger" in manuscript, and 
that Stanislaus Milkiewickz should translate it into 
Russian, lead it aloud to the peasants, and give 
copies of it to the two or three cultivated moujiks 
who could read. 

It should be mentioned that the peasants were 
in as hopelessly miserable a condition as it is pos- 
sible for human beings to be. The emancipation 
had not done them much good, — rather the con- 
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traiy; for whilst they had been serfs they had 
always had food and clothes enough, whereas ever 
since they had been set free they had thought it 
better to remain idle than to work, and had borne 
the inevitable consequences. As far as it was pos- 
sible to understand their ideal of a perfect social 
system, they expected their landlord to feed and 
clothe them for nothing; that is, without exacting- 
labour or rent. They were very drunken, and, of 
course, servile beyond conception. On first arriving 
at Moleskine, M. Roquet had turned red with in- 
dignation on seeing that a peasant who brought 
him a letter knelt down in the mud on both knees 
to deliver it. He gesticulated to the peasant to 
rise, but the man, thinking he was going to be 
beaten, crouched down and whined. "Just Heaven!" 
exclaimed the apostle of liberty, "is this possible?" 
And his devoted friend, the Pole, answered, "Alas! 
it is. But we wiir enlighten them. Monsieur, and 

then they shall walk proudly like you and I" 

It was a grand day, therefore, for M. Jean- 
Jacques Roquet when, after six weeks of secret 
meetings in caverns and bams, he was set upon 
one afternoon by twenty moujiks, who carried him 
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in triumph totiad a field; pawed him all over, kissed 
him, and then forced a pint of the national vodki 
(whisky) down his throat, as a token of theic 
esteem. The cavern meetings had been a success. 
M. Roquet stood on a stool and preached in French, 
whilst M. Stanislas Milkiewickz translated his utter- 
ances into Russian, When any sentiment unusually 
fine left the lips of M. MOkiewickz, the peasants 
pounded their boots on the floor and threw up their 
hats. The passages best appreciated were those in 
which the iniquity of levying rent was exposed and 
reviled with bitter invective. "No landlords!" 
thundered M. Roquet "No landlords!" echoed M. 
Milkiewickz, in a. shrill falsetto. "No landlords!" 
roared the moujilu. "Every man earn his own 
bread by the sweat of his brow!" continued M, 
RoqueL "Yes, by the sweat of his brow!" clamoured 
the overjoyed peasants; "and when the crops fail, 
then the landlords must nourish us!" 

After every .one of the meetings, afid every 
week when the "Harbinger'* appeared, M. Milkie- 
wickz used to, write a long letter to "a cousin". of 
bis who: lived at St Petersburg. M. Roquet ofien 
Wondrt«d at -the epistolary fervoijr.of his confidant; 
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but the Pole had such a. good heart! He and his 
cousin had been brought up together, and the latter 
would be sore to fall ill, he said, if he did not 
receive four pages of close writing two or three 
times a week. 

Things were at this juncture when throughout all 
the district it was rumoured that Prince Mdeskine's 
neighbour, the Prince Roubeloff, was going to pay 
a flying visit to his estate, to raise money as usual. 
On like occasions it had been the antique usage of 
the peasants to groan, weep, and buiy their earn- 
ings in the ground, whence they were only dragged 
out eventually by dint of menaces from the Prince's 
^ent On this occasion it struck M. Roquet ibat 
it would be a noble sight and a startling if the pea- 
sants, instead of groaning and hiding their money, 
were to gather boldly K^ether in front of Prince 
RoUbelofTs castle, to groan at that nobleman as he 
drove up to his door, to pelt him with a few stones, 
and obstinately to refuse paying rents. He con- 
sulted with M. Stanislas Milkiewickz, who waxed 
enthusiastic at the idea, and withdrew soon after to 
write a longer letter than ever to his cousin at SL 
PetersbuiK- The peasants were all sounded, and 
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not it dastard heart found among them. The 
preaching of M. Roquet had given them courage. 
If he would only consent to head them, they, their 
wives, and their chUdren would follow him where- 
soever he chose to lead, and break all the windows 
of Prince Roubeloflrs castle if he liked. M. Roquet 
was transported. He began to feel like Tiberius 
Gracchus and Masaniello. 

Meanwhile Prince Moleskine had been growing 
a little astonished at the aumerous goings to and 
fro of his friend. M. Roquet would disappear at 
unaccountable times, and return home excited and 
muddy at strange hours la the night. He never 
sfud anything to the Prince as to where he went 
nor how he busied himself, and when pressed very 
hard with questions would only answer mystically 
that he had the regeneration of a great people at 
heart. This alarmed Prince Moleskine, who had no 
great passion for regenerating, and one afternoon 
(it was on the eve of the day when Prince Roubeloff 
was expected) he asked his friend point-blank where 
on earth he spent his time when he went out of nights? 

"Prince," answered the small man, who was 
flushed and looked unusually joyous — "Prince, there's 
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no reason'wby I should conceal it from you any longer. 
If you come with me by and by you shall see." 

This was all the Prince could extract until night- 
fall, but when dusk had set in M. Roquet took his host 
to a bam, at the door of which, to his considerable 
surprise, he made him swear eternal secrecy. This 
done, he pushed open the door, and the mystified 
Prince found himself in a large place, lighted by 
two flickering rushlights, but with not a human 
being visible. "There are three hundred regenerated 
peasants there!" exclaimed M, Roquet triumphantly, 
but saying this he stopped short and looked blankly 
round the deserted room. 

"Hullo!" he shouted, "what's this? Hi! Milkie- 
wickz, why are they not here?" 

The faithful Milkiewickz had followed the two 
gentlemen to the door; but he had disappeared of 
a sudden and was not to be seen. The Frenchman 
went out to look into the dark, but as he set his 
foot on the threshold six men surrounded him with 
lanterns. "In the Czar's name I arrest you," cried 
one, stepping forward. And another, walking up 
to the Prince, said: "Prince Moleskine, you must 
come with us to St. Petersburg." 
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"To St Petersburg!" exclaimed the Prince 
astonished. "What for?" 

"To answer the charge of having organised a 
Socialist conspiracy with the aid of your accompUce, 
this Frenchman," 



A few days later all the papers of Europe printed 
this telegram: — 



and then ta provoJie ■ . 
e MoleskiDe, nephew 



Soon after there was a trial, and the principal 
witness was the honest Milkiewickz, who turned out 
to be a police spy. His testimony was conclusive. 
M. Jean- Jacques Roquet and Prince Moleskine were, 
along with some two score of regenerate peasants, 
found guilty of conspiring to undermine society, 
and sentenced to two years' imprisonment Prince 
Moleskine, however, as being a'Minister's nephew, 
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was secretly pardoned and ordered out of the 
country. On the "letters of mercy" which were 
dehvered him in prison he fotmd written, in his 
uncle's hand: "Paul Petrowich, this is in acknow- 
ledgment of the Strasburg pies. I think you will 
agree with mc, that you would have done as well 
to go to the Caucasus." 

As for M. Roquet, on hearing that the Prince 
had been anmestied, be exclaimed at once: "Ah! I 
knew it He was sold to the police, he and Milkie- 
wickz together. When I get out of prison 1 shall 
send a challenge to them both. They have be- 
trayed me; but, what is worse, they have betrayed 
theii country." And with grave indignation he 
added: "And to think that if it had not been for 
them Russia might now have been a Republic!" 
Needless to say that amongst the general public 
Prince Moleskine was credited with having con- 
trived and organised the whole affair, and that 
amongst journalists, historians, and all who plume 
themselves upon a knowledge of pohtics, the plot 
will be known to the end of time as "Prince Moles- 
kine's Conspiracy." 
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TRIALS OF A FRENCH JOURNALIST. 

I. 

The owner of the Raitil du Coq of Seinebourg 
having died, his heirs decided to part with their 
property in the newspaper, and it was advertised to 
be sold by Master Desgots, notary. 

Seinebourg is a manufacturing city of 100,000 
souls, and possessed at the date in question three 
newspapers — the Ordre, which was the organ of the 
Prefect and appeared daily; the Progris, which re- 
presented the opinions of the advanced Republicans, 
freethinkers, and revolutionists generally; and the 
Heveil du Coq above said, which advocated moderate 
views, with the customary result of being turn by 
turn extolled by all parties and constantly liked by 
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none. The Beveil, however, being more often on the 
side of the Opposition than on that of Government, 
was in some sense an ally of the Progris, and kept 
up a business partnership with it Both papers were 
printed by the same firm, had a common publishing 
office, publisher, clerks, carriers, &c., and appeared 
three times a week, but on alternate days. The 
Progris came out on Mondays, Wednesdays, and 
Fridays; the Reveil on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and 
Saturdays. 

As a licence from Government is needed before 
a political journal can be started in France, and as 
such licences are but charily bestowed, the owner- 
ship of a newspaper constitutes a privilege; and the 
demise of M. Pierre Barcol, the Revetl's founder, 
proprietor, and editor, stirred up many would-be 
purchasers. The Bishop of Seinebourg would have 
been glad to get the paper into his hands and trans- 
form it into xa oi^an of Ultramontanism; several 
local manufacturers were desirous of securing it to 
advocate protection for their trade, which was 
shoddy; and the Bonapartist Committee in Paris, ever 
watchful to recruit new adherents among the pro- 
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vindal press, put out feelers to ascertain whether it 
would not be possible to get hold of the paper with- 
out going to the expense of buying it. In other 
words, the Committee cast about for some ambitious 
capitalist, who, on promise of being well rewarded 
after the restoration of Napoleon IV., should consent 
to purchase the Revtil du Cog, and cause it to be 
edited subserviently to the Committee's views. Fi- 
nally, there was the Prefect, who formed a scheme 
for making of the Rtveil a Government organ in 
disguise, by acting on the Bonapartists' plan, and 
persuading some rich manufacturer to become the 
proprietor. The manufacturer should be allowed to 
expound what principles he pleased in religion and 
commerce on condition of his supporting the official 
candidates at election time — such support to be of 
course paid for by State honours. 

All these conflicting claims seemed to bode a 
spirited auction. In the political circles of Seine- 
bouig it was bruited that the Society of Jesus were 
willing to lend the Bishop 200,000 (rancs to pur- 
chase the paper. At the Exchange the brokers 
pointed out to one another M. Bompain, a wealthy 
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manufacturer who had been Mayor of Seineboufg 
under the Second Empire, and who was known to 
hanker after the honour of representing the city in 
the National Assembly. A newspaper would greatly 
assist him in pushing his candidature, and as his 
opinions were as staunchly Bonapartist as ever, he 
was doubtless the man whom the agents of Chisle* 
hurst would best love to see owner of the Reveil 4u 
Cog. On the other hand, there was M. Grosgriel, 
also a manufacturer, and M. Bompain's successor in 
the Mayorship. He too wished to become a Deputy, 
and he desired the Legion of Honour; he was the 
Prefect's very good friend, and he hated Bompain 
so cordially that if the two came into rivalry on such 
a question as the purchase of a newspaper, Grosgriel 
was the man to bid all his fortune sooner thim let 
Bompain carry the day. 

However, Bompain and Grosgriel were not des- 
tined to clash, nor was the Bishop obliged to borrow 
of the Jesuits, for at the jnoment when the prospects 
of an exciting sale seemed most certain, all disputes 
were in a manner aJlayed by the arrival of a new 
competitor, before whom all the others retired, de^ 
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daring him with one common voice to be the fittest 
man to rule over the Reveil. This popular person 
was no other than M. Jacques Girard, who had been 
sub-editor of the paper during the reign of Pierre 
Barcol. 

But what sort of man was this Jacques Girard, 
that all parties should be so unanimous about his 
merits? 

Well, when a great number of persons are of one 
accord in praisiug a particular man, it may generally 
be accepted that this man has the tact of offending 
nobody. He is good-natured, pliable, cautious — 
cheerful to render service, chary in expressing opi- 
nions, prompt to appreciate the humour, principles, 
and performances of others, but above all no genius, 
for genius is self-asserting, and self-assertion provokes 
enmity. Jacques Girard was a handsome, pleasant 
young fellow of thirty, with a shock of curly black 
hair, eyes that seemed always to smile, and teeth of 
extraordinary whiteness, which he was for ever dis- 
playing. His manners were modest and retiring, his 
temper was evenness itself; his luck in life had never 
been such as to arouse envy, and he was counted 
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on all sides a thoroughl)' good, obliging fellow, 
"though not very shaip," added his admirers. It was 
precisely this lack of sharpness which served him so 
well in the present instance. If Bishop, Prefect, MM. 
Bompain, Grosgtiel, and others all considered Jac- 
ques Girard to be the fittest among men to manage 
the Reveil du Coq, it was because each reckoned 
that he might make of him a ready tool. M. Bom- 
pain put the case very neatly when he exclaimed, 
"Girard buy the Reneil! Ah! then it's exactly as if 
the paper were mine without my having disbursed a 
franc for it!" And not less astute were the words of 
Grosgriel: — "Girard is a man whom I hold in the 
hollow of my hand. He would cut off his legs and 
arms to oblige me!" 

Meanwhile the much-lauded Jacques Girard had 
gone to call on Master Desgots, the notary, and the 
very aitlessness with which he broached his intention 
of buying the Reveit depicts the character of the 
man. 

"How are you, Girard?" said Master Desgots, 
shaking hands without rising; for Jacques was one 
of those men whom nobody thinks of treating cere- 
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moniously. "A sad business this death of BarcoL 
So you are left in sole charge of the Reveil for the 
present" 

"I should like to retain charge of it for good," 
answered Jacques in his breeziest manner, as he sat 
down. "I have come to tell you I shall be among 
the bidders on the day of sale." 

"And how much shall you bid?" laughed the 
notary, for he knew that Jacques Giraid was not 
worth a centime. 

"The paper can yield, by good management, fifty 
thousand francs a year. I think I could go the 
length of bidding three hundred thousand francs for 
it," replied Jacques, computing on his fingers. 

The notary started. He was a little man with 
not much hair, but a very tall forehead, over whidi 
he pushed his golden spectacles when he wished to 
examine an interlocutor with particular attention. It 
seemed as though his glasses were only of use to 
him when he wanted to see people dimly. Thrusting 
up his spectacles, then, and making an acoustic horn 
of his hand, which was another trick of his when he 
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wished to prove that all his faculties were awake, he 
exclaimed bluntly — 

"Three hundred thousand? Where are you going 
to get the money from? Have you come in for a 
legacy?" 

"No, I have nothing in the world besides my 
salary, which is small." 

"Well, but you don't expect anybody is going to 
lend jiou such a sum of money?" 

"Not I." And it was amusing enough to note 
the genial humility of Jacques's avowal. "No, but 
our social system abounds in inconsistencies. Thus, 
if I were to ask any capitalist point-blank to lend 
me but one-tenth of three hundred thousand francs, 
he would show me out; but if I were to ask hira to 
give me his daughter, with the above-named sum, 
for her dower, it would be another question." 

"Ah, I understand you are going to be married," 
ejaculated M.Desgots with interest. "Well, marriage 
will just suit your nature, my dear Girard. May I 
inquire the name of the happy young lady?" 

"My dear M Desgots, it is you who must give 
me her name, for, to tell you the truth, I have called 



TRIALS OF A FRENCH JOURNALIST. I5g 

to beg you to procure me a wile, and the richer the 
better." 

Now, an English solicitor whom a client should 
accost in the above fashion might fancy that he was 
being hoaxed; hut in France marriage is a business, 
and on reflection Master Desgots thought it quite 
natural that Jacques Girard should apply to him for 
a wife. To whom else could he have applied with 
greater certainty of obtaining the kind of consort he 
wanted? Master Desgots knew everybody in Seine- 
bourg. He was the intimate counsellor of innumer- 
able fathers who had daughters to marry, and before 
the sub-editor of the Reveil had waited half a min- 
tite for a reply the notary had already thought of 
five or six girls, and at least two widows, who would 
suit him perfectly. Nevertheless he frowned, and 
mumbled — 

"Three hundred thousand francs is a large 
dower." 

"But I am an eligible suitor," rejoined Jacques 
Girard, without departing from his habitual modesty; 
"I am young and of strong constitution. I work 
hard, and if I had money enough to buy the Rmttl, 
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would I soon make out of it a first-class power and 
enrich myself." 

"MBompain has a daughter," mused the aotaiy 
aloud, as though he had not heard Jacques's re- 
marks, "and I think he means to give her a million 
francs; but he is a Bonapaitist." 

"I would be a Bonapartist if it pleased him," 
answered Jacques Girard, 

"And there is Grosgriel, whose daughter will 
possibly have a million too; but he is a Mac- 
Mahonist." 

"Pdlitical opinions will never weigh with me in 
the choice of a wife," replied Jacques mildly. 

"Heigh! but I imagine the two young ladies I 
have named aie some cuts above you," resumed M. 
Depots, wagging his head. "If poUtics are no con- 
sideration, I would advise you to court Mdlle. Pauline 
Madray, daughter of the manufacturer who has set 
op in that new factory on the quay. She is not 
very pretty, and her father is a Radical atheist, not 
many shates remote from a Communist; but she has 
fully three hundred thousand francs." 

"I would rather marry Mdlle. Bompain or Mdlle. 
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Gio^riel; but MdUe. Madray would do at a pinch, 
provided she be fairly young and agreeable," 

"H'lh!" said the notary, scrutinising Jacques, 
"you are wonderfully accommodating for a man of 
your age and parts." 

"Not at all," replied Jacques Girard, with a stifled 
sigh; "I have my ideal, like others, but I cannot 
afford to run after it. I am ambitious, my dear M. 
Desgots, and have set my heart on becoming rich, 
and on becoming somebody, by all fair means and 
as speedily as possible." 

These words of Jacques Girard's filled the notary 
with surprise. Accustomed to think that he was a 
judge of character, he had long ago classed Girard 
among the men of whom nothing need be said for 
good or Ul. He had met him at parties, had once 
or twice had dealings with him incidentally to the 
insertion of some law reports in his newspaper, and 
had even advised him on a matter connected with 
an inheritance of three thousand francs or so, which 
the subeditor counted on receiving in the distant 
fiiture; but that such a man, without kith, km, in- 
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fluence, or money, could be ambitious, had not en- 
tered the lawyer's mind. 

Once he faced the fact that Jacques Girard 
desired to rise in the world. Master Desgots, who 
was no simpleton, conned over his cheat's advan- 
tages, and was fain to admit that youth, industry, 
blameless antecedents, and the esteem of one's fellow- 
citizens, constitute a capital which may well purchase 
a dower of 300,000 francs. Besides, Jacques Girard 
was a journalist, and journalism leads to eveiy thing. 
As owner and editor of the Reveil du Coq, Girard 
might aspire to municipal honours, become in due 
time sub-prefect, and perhaps something better. 
The will to succeed is everything in these cases. 

So M. Desgots put on his hat, called on M. 
Bompain, and announced that he had an admirable 
son-in-law to propose, provided Mdlle. Bompain were 
not already engaged. The Bonapartist manufacturer 
listened, laughed, and sent the notary about his 
business. The same thing occurred with M. Gros- 
griel, saving that this worshipful mayor took it as 
an affront that a penniless quill-driver should be 
ambitious of marrying a young lady whose dower 

t;oi,8ic 
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■was suiBcient to purchase a ducal coronet, and ex- 
pressed his indignation with a grinning face. In 
sum, both the manufacturers had other views. They 
regarded theii daughters as predestined to further 
the schemes of parental ambition, and each had in 
his mind's eye a most eligible son-in-law of achieved 
fame and position; the one was an ex-Senator and 
general sixty years old, the other a toothless Duke 
of the Faubourg St. Germain, rained in purse and 
health, but rich in ancestors. 

The notary fell back upon M. Justin Madray, the 
Radical atheist, and here he was more successful. 
M. Madray did not rise at the bait, but he hovered 
round it, and the notary perceived that he might be 
hooked by a little judicious angling. A coarse, burly, 
■and gruff-spoken personage was M. Madray, who 
had begun life as a common weaver, and adhered 
to the language, manners, and dress of mechanics, 
to prove that riches had not spoiled him. But though 
he wore velveteen, he had all the pride of a parvtnu 
in wishing to be worshipped for his wealth, and he 
ostentatiously displayed bis money in the gorgeous- 
ness of his household fiimiture, in the liveries of 
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his servants, and in the showy attire wherewith he 
clothed his daughters. M. Madray's Radical atheism 
did not proceed from any very sincere conviction, 
but was part of the stock-in-trade as an enriched 
plebeian. Having no sort of culture 0ie could not 
spell, and never opened a book), he felt unfitted for 
decent society, and consequently pretended to 
despise it. He scoffed at piinces, made salt jokes 
about priests, and vowed that he should be buried 
without any psalm-singing over his remains; but all 
the while his great object was to become popular, 
and to climb over the shoulders of the rabble to 
some pinnacle where he £Jiould be the peer of the 
mightiest. 

M. Desgots, who knew the man, was aware that 
it would not suit him to have a titled soa-in-law, 
even if such a one were procurable; on the other 
hand, Justin Madray was not demagogue enough to 
give his daughter to a mechanic And so Jacques 
Girard appeared to be just the sort of half-and-half 
son-in-law that cOuld be desired. The notary espe- 
cially laid himself out to vaunt Jacques's sweetness 
of temper, vrtiich would prevent him from ever being 
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Otherwise than respectful and submissive towards his 
wife's father. 

"Humph!" grumbled Justin Madray, evidently 
enticed by the proposal. "A journalist is not much 
to boast of; it's a trade that requires no apprentice- 
ship. Howtver, Ihis one is a well-looking lad, and 
you 6ay he has many friends?" 

"Every one is his friend. There is not a man 
in Seinebourg whose name stands on more visiting- 
libts. He would be a most useful ally to you" 

"I require no allies," interrupted the manufac- 
turer bluntly. "I'm a self-made man, and if I wanted 
to reach any new.goal I would fight my way to it 
alone." 

"Of course, of course," rejoined M. Desgots. 

"I want a sbn-in-law that shall have a long head 
and a civil tongut in it," continued the purse-proud 
Radical. "His head mustn't be too long, though, 
or he'd be crotchetty, which is a plaguey defect in a 
young man. His head must be just long enough to 
leach him that Fm his master and like to be obeyed, 
since I can pay for obedience." 

"Exactly so; well, you rfill find Jacques Girard 

""'>8l^ 
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a man in all respects to your taste, and I am soie 
he will suit Mdlle. Pauline." 

"Ah yes; he must suit my daughter," exclaimed 
Justin Madray, as if this were a point he had over-' 
looked. "I am not going to put any constraint on 
my daughter. You've seen Pauhne, haven't you, 
Desgots? — a pretty, modest, intelligent girl, and well 
behaved too, though I haven't had her brought up 
by nuns and priests." 

"Mdlle. Pauline has all the virtues that can grace 
a maiden and give promise of perfection in a wife. 
I think it will be a most happy match; and, to come 
back to the business side of the question, the three 
hundred thousand francs of Mdlle. Madray's portion 
would be an investment bearing good interest, for 
it would bring the young people an income of about 
fifty thousand francs to start with." 

The mention of 300,000 francs virtually arranged 
the matter, for M. Madray was in a position to give 
500,000 frtuics to his daughter, and it was a con- 
sideration to be able to settle her for jf 8000 less. 
After all, 300,000 francs is not in excess of what 
a man may fairly claim with a wife ^riien he has 
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Jacques Girard's position; and on reflection the 
Radical thought himself very lucky to obtain such a 
son-in-law. Jacques was presented to the manufac- 
tuier, who invited him to dinner and introduced him 
to Pauline. At first sight the young people pleased 
each other, because neither had any characteristics 
or defects that repel, and because Mdlle. Pauline, 
like most well-tiained young French ladies, thought 
herself in duty bound to accept whatever husband 
her parents' choice dictated, without examining him 
too critically. The preliminaries of the marriage 
were soon concluded. There was some haggling 
about the dower, and M. Desgots thought good to 
hold out at the eleventh hour for 350,000 francs; 
but after the match had been within an ace of being 
broken off on account of this important difference 
the manufacturer wisely gave in, and the contract 
was signed. Within six weeks of Jacques Girard's 
matrimonial visit to the notary the wedding was 
happily solemnised, and the pubUc learned at the 
same time that Hie bridegroom had become owner 
of the Reveil du Cog, and consequently ranked among 
the "big bonnets" of Seinebourg. 
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TTiis is not a narrative of Jacques Girard's mar- 
ried life, and consequently nothing need be said of 
his honeymoon. Pauline Gtrard was not pretty, but 
she was not ill-favoured, and French grace rendered 
her attractive. She had an excellent temper, agree- 
able manners, and an art of conversing pleasantly. 
Jacques soon grew to like her; she reciprocated his 
affection, and gave proof of it by deferring to him 
in all things, so that whatever he said and did was 
well said and done. 

This was satisfactoty, and the uxorial encourage- 
ments which Jacques received whenever he chose to 
solicit them, emboldened him to start with a jaunty 
foot on the path of ambition which he had marked 
out for himself. It is to be noticed that when a 
man having a reputation for being content with little 
suddenly develops high aspirations, he generally 
does seek to climb extraordinarily high. Jacques 
furnished a new exemplification of the proverb that 
"still waters run deep." To the surprise of all his 
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co-citiKena, he dropped that hail-fellow-well-met de- 
meanour which had made him such a universal 
favourite as a bachelor, and became reserved, not 
to say starched. He confided to somebody, who 
repeated it to some one else, by whom it was cir- 
cnlated through the dty, that he saw no reason why 
he should not some day become a Deputy, and 
meantime he set himself to increasing the circulation 
and the power of the Rrveil by applying for Prefec- 
tt^ral leave to transform it into a daily journal. 

M. de Poignfermaye, the Prefect, was inclined to 
refuse permission. He was an energetic man, who, 
for all his high-handed ways, found it difficult to 
govern a manufacturing city where Republican senti- 
ments largely predominated among the electors. His 
ambition was to coax, bully, or wheedle Seinebourg 
into returning a batch of Conservatives at the next 
general election, and he objected to strengthen an 
independent newspaper, which might baulk an 
achievement that would redound so much to his 
credit. So long as his private organ, the "Ordre," 
was the only one to appear daily, it had a great 
advantage over the others; but M. de Poign- 
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fermaye knew but too well the allurements of Op-, 
position journalism, and foresaw that if the Reveil 
came out every day it would cany away a large 
number of advertisers and readers from the Prefec- 
toral paper. On the whole, there was something 
which he did not like in this scheme for transform- 
ing a journal which had worked very well hitherto 
with three numbers a week. It is true the E£veil 
had become most moderate in its t(me since Jacques 
Girard had succeeded to the management, but cri- 
ticisms are not always the more welcome for being 
moderate, and there were disquieting rumours which 
represented Justin Madra/s son-in-law as striving to 
become a somebody in the oily which had seen him 
in such lowly circumstances. 

Jacques Girard, however, contrived to force the 
Prefect's hand by a clever stroke of diplomacy. He 
sent his wife to beg the support of the Bishop. 
Pauline had been bred in antipathy towards priests, 
and had never spoken to one outside a church. 
The Bishop, on his side, was a little startled to receive 
a visit from the daughter of a notorious infidel. But 
the interview was not less smooth on these accounts. 
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"I shall be happy to further M. Girard's aims, 
madame," said the prelate amiably. "I accept the 
fact of your having solicited my good offices as an 
earnest that HxRtveil will serve the interests of the 
Church." 

"I suppose so," answered Pauline artlessly, as 
$he admired the golden cross on the Bishop's 
breast 

"Our Church has need of friends, for >it has 
many enemies in this city," continued the Bishop. 
"There is M. Grosgriel, the Mayor, for instance, who, 
although nominally a believer, has caused us much 
grief by appointing a Voltairian teacher to the Com- 
munal School, The Revcil should point out the im- 
propiie^ of that appointment" 

"I hope it will," was Pauline's reply, given in 
perfect good faith, for she did not know what, "Vol- 
tairian" signified. 

"And M. Girard would perform a pious act in 
inveighing with more explicitness than his journal 
has done as yet against civil marriages and burials." 

"I am sure he will be happy to oblige your 
Grandeur in any way," answered Pauline, puzzled. 
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The Bishop continued to dilate on one or two 
more ecclesiastical grievances, then lightly ghded on 
to the question of Pauline's own religious belief, ex- 
horted her paternally to be devout, and dismissed 
her happy and rather touched by a general invita- 
tion to attend his Sunday receptions. Meantime 
Jacques Girard had gone to call on M. Grosgriel, 
the Mayor, who had erst been amazed at his im- 
pudence for aspiring to marry Mdlle. Grosgriel. 
Times being altered, M. Grosgriel was altered too. 
Jacques Girard was now a man of influence, and 
the Mayor — a sleek and wheezy but shrewd person 
— thought it prudent to be civil to him. 

"My dear Girard, I will say what you please to 
the Prefect, For my part, I think that it would be 
a great boon were the Jiroeil to appear daily, espe- 
dally if it stands up for the municipality against 
that busy Bishop of ours, who is for ever poking his 
finger into our pies." 

"I do not think episcopal interference is called 
for in municipal affairs," observed Jacques Girard 
sagely. 
. "No, it isn't," puffed the Mayor. "I'm as good 
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a Conservative and as staunch a Catholic as any 
man, but the proper place for the priests is the in- 
side of their churches, say I." 

"And that is well said." 

"You think so? I was always of opinion that 
you were not such a fool as you loo — ahem! But I 
was going to add that there has been an unpleasant 
tiff between the Bishop and me about the appoint- 
ment of a school teacher. I am dearly in the right, 
and so the Prefect judges, but he dare not tell the 
Ordri to defend me, because you understand that a 
Government paper cannot belabour a bishop. That is 
why I should like the Rtveii to take up the cudgels 
and hit his Grandeur hard." 

"I will do my best," said Jacques cordially, as 
he rose to take leave. 

"And you're a good fellow," wheezed M. Gros- 
griel, slapping him on the shoulder. "I always felt 
I could rely on you, and I may give you a proof of 
my confidence some day by asking you to render 
me some other service. Good-day. I will write to 
the Prefect this afternoon. I hope Madame Girard is 
quite well? You must bring her to my wife's parties." 
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That same afternoon, indeed, M. Grosgriel and 
the Bishop both wrote to M. de Poignfermaye, who 
did not feel equal to resisting the supplications of 
two dignitaries so eminent, and accordingly Jacques 
Girard obtained the leave he wanted. Unfortun- 
ately, the Prefect's permission was not wholly suf- 
ficient, for Seinebourg stood in one of the forty de- 
partments that were placed under the state of siege 
during the war, and which were still nominally be- 
sieged four years later. It was necessary to send a 
petition to General de Flamberge-Auvent, who com- 
manded the military forces of the district, and who 
had it in his power to deal arbitrarily with all that 
concerned newspapers. Hearing that M. de Flam- 
berge-Auvent was the identical general who had 
been betrothed to the daughter of M. Bompain, the 
wealthy Bonapaitist manufacturer, Jacques went to 
the ktter and besought him to propitiate the 
General. M. Bompain was a tall thin man, who 
had himself been an officer before he had taken to 
fabricating shoddy, and who had conserved a sol- 
dierly frankness of speech, tempered only by the 
courtesy of the man of the world. 
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"I think: I can answer for the General not hin- 
dering you, my dear Girard," he said patronisingly; 
"only you wilt do me a real favour if you pitch as 
frequently as possible into that ass Grosgriel. I 
never pass by the Town House without fancying I 
am still Mayor; and when I see that noodle's name 
■on the notice board my blood boils. Sacreblea!" 

"1 can quite sympathise with your chagrin, but 
your own turn will come again." 

"Under Napoleon IV.— I hope so! By the by, 
I need scarcely hint to you that the General is at 
heart an Imperialist, so that you will not gain much 
if you join in the rant against the exiled dynasty." 

"I will try to avoid ranting." 

"Do SO for your own sake. Your best chance 
of selling your paper well is to make it fly under 
our colours, for we are the strongest party, as you 
win see at the next plebiscite. Good-day. How is 
Madame Girard? You must bring hei to Madame 
Bompain's paities." 

It was thus that Jacques Girard contrived the 
f^grandisement of his paper. He increased its size 
without adding to its price, made a stirring appeal 
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to advertisers, indited an opening aitide promising 
support to all just causes, after the maimei of editors 
ail the world over when they launch the first num- 
ber of a new venture, and recruited several new 
writers of versatility to adorn his staff. The Revtil, 
thus renovated, proved a genuine success. It was 
not virulent, nor even vehement, but it was amusing 
iuid well informed. It soon eclipsed its pair of 
rivals, became the paper which the Seineboiurgeois 
most loved to read at absinthe hour, and gradually 
extended its influence beyond the confines of the 
department 



A French journalist is a man of weight It may 
be alleged that his regard for facts is small, that his 
judgments on men and things have more variety of 
range than depth, that bis temper often gets the 
better of him, and that, in bis ardent desire that the 
world should be moved by his prose, he breaks out 
into paradoxes well calculated to bewilder the weak 
minds who look to the press fco: guidance. It may 
be urged that the French journalist is not over- 
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scrupulous nor over-wise — that he prefers the dis«OBi- 
fiturc of a foe to the triumph of a principle, and 
that he would never miss a point to save a truth. It 
may be asserted that he is, socially spealting, 
bumptious and truculent, for that it is impossibte to 
enter a drawing-room where he may happen to be 
without being at once made aware of his presence 
and abashed by it, so impetuous is his flood of talk, 
so dogmatic his observations, so jaunty his strut, so 
wholly self-satisfied the expression of his coun- 
tenance. All this may be said and more; stlU the 
fact remains that the journalist is a power, and one 
whom men dread. Be he never so young and igno- 
rant — and ignorant he almost invariably is, whether 
young or not — people trucUe to him. He has 
usurped the pubhc homage and the public fear that 
were once bestowed on astrologers and court fools, 
but his resemblance to the jester is greater than to 
the astrologer, for whereas the popular belief in his 
divining powers may be limited, none can doubt his 
prerc^ative to stab reputations irresponsibly under 
cover of his profession. The French press laws, 
which have done so much to keep newspapers in 
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terror of Government, have left them almost abso- 
lutely free to molest private persons. People may 
challenge the journalist if they dare, or thrash him 
if they can, but except for the fear of sword-thrusts 
or cane-wheals the man plies his vocation uncon- 
trolled, and may use his pen indifferently either as 
a weapon to puncture with or as an instrument to 
bespatter. Nothing exceeds the power of the French 
journalist, unless it be his mahce in using it, and 
his conceit in boasting of it He is a strange ex- 
crescence on the surface of modem civilisation — a 
bramble, briar, or stinging-nettle; and no wonder 
that people should handle him tenderly, for he is 
harmful by nature. A statesman enters a drawing- 
room, brushes unceremoniously past officers who 
have bled and grizzled in their country's service, 
philosophers who have grown grey in promoting 
science, painters, composers, and poets whose works 
have added to the nation's glory; but he stops be- 
fore a puny young man with an eye-glass and a 
pretentious head of hair, and bows affably to him. 
A few months before, that puny young man was a 
puny derk in the statesman's office, but having d«- 
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serted his high stool and desk to write in a. news- 
paper of large circulation, it is now in his power to 
render his old chief ridiculous in the eyes of 50,000 
readers by assailing him every morning with barbed 
jokes and spiteful insinuations. Thus were the 
Sophists of ancient Rome a terror and a plague to 
the great and the wise; but the voices of the 
Sophists reached no farther than the Forum's limit, 
whereas that of the journalist rings in the ears of 
the million. 

The Reveil du Cog was no sooner well launched 
as a daily journal than Jacques Girard began to find 
that he had added a cubit to his stature. He might 
have been feared and worshipped had he pleased 
at the time when he worked as a sub-editor under 
Pierre Barcol, but his object in those days had been 
to make himself friends of the sort who render life 
pleasant by inviting one to dinner, and be had 
rather overstepped his aim, for, hurting no man, no 
man had considered him worth much attention. As 
has been already said, he did not at once alter the 
tone of the Reoeil when it had become his for good, 
for he attached himself rather to making the paper 
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arousing; and when he dealt with serious topics, 
political or other, couched his remarks in such wise 
as to avoid giving offence to anybody; but people 
paid their court to him, nevertheless, for they now 
discerned in him the potentiality of inflicting hurt. 
They were not wrong, for events soon forced Jacques 
Girard to forsake his easy tactics of making things 
pleasant all round, and to introduce his paper com- 
batively into the political arena. 

One morning M. Grosgriel, the Mayor, arrived 
at Jacques's private residence with a hot face and 
invited him to breakfast. 

"Come at once and take a chop at the res- 
taurant," he gasped. "We'll talk over the matter 
there, and make arrangements." 

"What matter? what airangements?" 

"Why, haven't you heard? Racot, one of the 
Deputies for the department, is dead, and there will 
soon be an election in Seinebourg. We can't get 
afield too soon in preparing my candidature." 

"Your candidature?" and Jacques Girard glanced 
at the Mayor in such a way as to make bis mouth 
open wide as an oyster. 

UKji-iien 1„ Google 
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"Why, yes; isn't it a settled thing?" exclaimed 
that ofBcial with smprise. "My candidature has 
the support of the Rrefect and of all Government 
authorities," 

"But I never gave myself out as a supporter of 
Government" 

"Then whom on earth do you support? You're 
not going to remain neutral, I suppose?" 

"No, assuredly not, but I must have time to con- 
sider," said Jacques, deeming it best to temporise. 
"Your announcement is quite sudden, and I have 
yet to learn the names of the other candidates." 

"Oh, if that's all, youll not be long in giving 
me the preference," answered M. Grosgriel, thinking 
that Jacques was only treating him to journdlie, the 
mystic tongue in which editors envelop the hints 
that their services will be in proportion to the pay- 
ment offered. "You'll see we shan't have any dif- 
ficulty in coming to terms. You shall insert a 
' leader for me every morning, and I will take five 
thousand copies daily for grain distribution. If I 
get returned — as I must be with your paper and the 
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Ordre both backing me — I will get you decorated. 
Maik my word." 

"I will see what is to be done," replied Jacques, 
intimating by a gesture that he was busy, and should 
like to adjourn the interview, 

"Oh, certainly; I can call for an answer to- 
morrow. Monsieur Girard," rejoined the Mayor, with 
a quaver of incipient misgiving in his voice. This 
was the first time he had addressed Girard as 
"Monsieur," and he added dismally, as he sidled 
towards the door, "Mind, above all things, you 
beware of Bompain. He will make you bigger 
promises than I, but he won't keep them." 

M. Bompain, iu'truth, lost no time in following 
l/L Grosgriel on a canvassing visit to the Reoeil of- 
fice, and be promised mountains, adding broad hints 
that if Jacques Girard did not give to the Bona- 
partist cause the support that was requested, he 
would be noted in a black book from the day when 
the Imperial dynasty was restored, and never more 
have a claim to any State favour. Shortly after- 
wards a feminine emissary from the Bishop called 
on Pauline Girard (the Holy Church Catholic likes 
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to entrust its most delicate diplomacies to ladies), 
and recommended to her pious consideratioa the 
merits of Count de Goupilloo, the clerical candidate. 
His Grandeur the Bishop was not antagonistic to 
Government, but he could not conscientiously sup- 
port a candidate such as M. Grosgriel, who had ap- 
pointed a freethinker to teach reading and writing 
to little boys. Pauline was too much flattered by 
the civilities latterly vouchsafed to her by the Bishop 
not to be inclined to follow his episcopal behests, 
and with her mind chokeful of the virtues of Count 
de Goupillon she hastened into her husband's study, 
only to be confronted by her own father, who was 
in the act of announcing to Jacques Girard that it 
was he, Justin Madray, who should be Deputy for 
Seinebourg. 

The old Radical was standing on the hearthrug, 
dressed in his greasy velveteens, and holding in one 
hand a battered felt hat, in the other a red cotton 
handkerchief, with which he mopped his oozing fore- 
head. His eyebrows bristled in shaggy tufts, his 
lips were moist with the dram of white wine which 
be was accustomed to drink every morning "to kill 
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the worm," and the excitement of the errand on 
^ich he had come had suffused his eyes with 
bloodshot streaks, making them gleam hke a wolfs. 

"1 made your fortune, Jacques," he barked, 
rather than said, in a rasping voice, as he laid a 
homy hand on his relative's shoulder. "Now is the 
time to prove your gratitude. The Pregris will 
support me, for I shall stand forward on 'Red' 
principles, the only ones that will do nowadays, and 
you must point that out in the Revn'L Under a 
Republic, men must be prepared to go the whole 
hog." 

"O papal You a Deputy?" exclaimed Pauline, 
clasping her hands. 

"Yes, my petj your old papa, who started as a 
weaver at four francs a day, will become a Deputy!" 
med Justin Madray, taking the words as an ejacula- 
tioh df filial pride. 

"No, it cannot be!" exclaimed Jacques Girard, 
stizing the dilemma nervously by the horns. "Every- 
body wants to become a Deputy nowadays, and a 
man in my positi<Mi is bound to discriminate. I am 
deeply beholden to you, M. Madray, but public 
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honour must go before private sentiments, and I 
don't approve your politics." 

"Don't approve my — ?" and the old Radical 
recoiled as if Jacques had in fiin filliped a pellet 
into his face. "What ninny's song is that which 
you are singing to me, hoy?" 

"It's no ninny's song," replied Jaquea doggedly. 
"It's a fact that you are an atheist and thai I am 
not, and that you have a sneaking kindness for the 
Commune, which I ahhor. I admire you for your 
consistency, but I shall admire you more if you 
remain faithful to your Liberal theories by leaving 
me free to oppose you according to my conscience," 

"O papa! if you could only adopt the principles 
of Count de Goupillon!" interposed Pauhne, fright- 
ened by the brutal wrath that was kindling in her 
father's eyes. 

"Count de Goupillon? Ah! so the priests have 
been at you and tainting you!" bellowed Justin 
Madray, glancing firom his daughter to her husband 
with mingled fury and constematiob. "I ought to 
Jiave been prepared for this when you came whin- 
ing to me for my daughter's dower — you and that 
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insidious lOgue Desgots! I shouldn't be suiphsed 
to heai that you were Jesuits in di^uise, the pair 
of you!" 

"All this is very painful, as well as unnecessary," 
retorted Jacques, clearing his throat as a prelude to 
the little speech which he desired to make, but 
which stuck in his windpipe somehow. "The Press 
is a sacerdocy, and it is the function of the journalist 
to discriminate without fear or favour between the 
men who put forward theories to entice popular 
confidence. If I gave my support to you I should 
be showing favour; if I extended it to some other 
of the candidates who are about to issue addresses, 
i should seem to be evincing fear for men richer 
and more potent tiian myself. I will be above that 
suspicion — all my career through. I will place myr 
self beyond the reproach of self-seeking. Dis- 
interestedness and earnest zeal for the pubUc good 
are the two maxims by which I intend to abide; 
and that being so, I will enter my protest against 
the unseemly multiplicity of candidates whose selfish 
contests are about to disgrace our city by coming 
iorwaid myself as a candidate independent of party 
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ties, and my newspaper shall champion my candi- 
dature, and mine only. . . ." 

"Ah! then you are going to use my own money 
to try and cheat me out of my dues — out of the 
carowning reward of a life's honesty and diligence!" 
thundered Justin Madray, purple with rage, "Well, 
see here! I snap my fingers at you! I've kept 
money enough to fight single-handed, and I will 
fight and beat you— you'll see if I don't!" 

"O Jacques! hadn't you better give in?" pleaded 
Pauline, beginning to cry. 

"I? Never! There are occasions when a man 
rnust risk private and even public contumely for a 
patriotic object," answered Jacques, who was well 
pleased with his maiden attempt at a set speech. 
"Whichever candidate I supported I was bound to 
make myself three enemies, so I may as well make 
a fourth, and profit by the transaction." 

"Yes, if profit were certain. But is it?" s^ed 
Pauline dubiously. 
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It hag been remarked that the French press-laws 
weigh heavily upon papers that assail the Govern- 
ment: this is especially true of the provincial jour- 
sals, whether they belong to small towns or large 
cities. In Paris an Opposition sheet may go great 
lengths; in the provinces the length to which it may 
go depends wholly upon the caprice of the prefect 
— to whose caprice is superadded, under the state 
of siege system, that of the general commanding the 
district Prefect and general can both deal with 
newspapers much as it suits them. 

Now, M. de Poignfennaye and General de Ram- 
berge-Auvent were both gentlemen who, to use the 
popular expression, did not like that mustard should 
be made to mount to their noses. Adepts in that 
particular kind of firmness which consists in bring- 
ing a foot down when a little finger will do, they 
ruled over their departments by a continuous series 
of ukases, abolishing this or that, or putting down 
somebody. It was the Prefect's delight to shut up 
dubs, to close caf^s, under pretext that politics 
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were talked there; to interdict annual village fairs, 
agricultural dinners, or orpheonic contests because 
of the "ebullition of popular feeling" to whicli these 
solemnities might give rise; and every time he thus 
interfered with the business or amuEements of the 
populations over whom he ruled, M. de Poignfermaye 
was wont to remind them that these are times when 
the principle of authority must be strenuously af- 
firmed. One would have thought that the principle 
of authority was a something with a tangible form 
which there was danger of losing, and which it was 
expedient to exhibit as frequently as possible, just 
as the priests of old used to exhibit the relics de- 
posited in their churches to prove that they had not 
dishonestly made away with them. The General, 
trumping the Prefect's lead, was for ever issuing 
orders of the day to his troops, commanding them 
to draw their swoids and ply them unsparingly on 
civilian aggressors. His favourite phrase on such 
occasions was, "The army — our only bulwark against 
rapine of anarchy." It needed but a httle stretch 
of imagination to picture anarchy as a murderous 
thief const^i^y prowUng about Seinebourg in search 
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of men's goods and lives, Tlie only wondw is that 
the mothers of lower-class babes in Seinebourg did 
not frighten their refractory offspring with the name 
of anarchy, as that of a modem bogey more terrible 
than that i^ch had scared them into good be- 
haviour during their own childhood. 

An election, it need hardly be remarked, offered 
M. de Poignfermaye and General de Flamberge- 
Auvent a golden opportunity of displaying their 
talents as governors. No sooner were the addresses 
of the five candidates posted up on the dead walls 
of the city and adjacent villages, than the two high 
officials met together to concoct measures. M. de 
Poignfermaye had orders from Paris privately to sup- 
port M. Grosgriel, the Mayor, but to remain osten- 
sibly neutral because of the Bishop and Count de 
Goupillon, whom it was expedient not to offend. 
The General had 00 orders whatever, but he was 
naturally anxious for the triumph of M. Bompain, 
his prospective father-in-law, and regarding the tat- 
ter's success as certain, provided only the Radical 
candidate could be disposed of, he was for launch- 
ing immediate thunderbolts upon M. Justin Madray 
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and the Progris. M. Grosgriel and Count de 
GoupiDon he did not fear, nor did he loofc upon 

Jacques Girard's chances as dangerous; on the other 
hand, the Prefect was more afraid of Jacques than 
of anybody. 

"There is something about the man's address 
which I do not like at all," he said, scanning the 
document; "it says nothing that one can lay hold 
of. Girard announces himself as a moderate Re- 
publican and a supporter of MacMahon, which is 
unexceptioriable in form, but in substance what a 
difference between Grosgriel's declaration — 'a Mac- 
Mahonist and a supporter of the moderate Republic ' ! " 

"Ay, Grosgriel means, let the Republic go to 
the deuce provided MacMahon remains, and Girard 
means just the contrary." 

"Girard is a deep fellow. What can have pos- 
sessed him to stand against his own father-in-law?" 

"H'm, the two are acting in collusion," growled 
the General. "Girard is making the running for 
the old one, as they say on the turf He is afraid 
to support him overtly, lest the Rtveil should offend 
those of its readers who dread the Progrh." 

, Goo<^lc 
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The Prefect shrugged his shoulders and took 
up the last published copy of the ProgrU. No 
crow's ejre ever scanned the earth's surface more at- 
tentively for worms than M, de Poignfennaye's eye 
the columns of this journal to detect reprehensible 
matter therein. Before he had turned over the 
first page his features brightened and he snatched 
up a pen. 

"Interdiction of the sale of the Progris in the 
streets and railway stations," be wrote gleefiilly. 
"See here, General; these remarks on that passage 
of Justin Madray's address which advocates an 
amnesty for the Communist prisoners is clearly an 
apology for the Commune." 

"Interdict, interdict!"* approved the General 
grimly. "The less newspapers we see flaunting 
about the town the better," 

"I wish I could interdict the Rtveil too," mused 
the Prefect; "but Girard won't let me catch him 
tripping." 

* A p>er<ct could, UDlil 1876, ubiCniilr [DUtdicltba ula ofa n«m- 
puperin public Ihonui^lBruuid nOwEyitaiioiu; that ii, pniiibil iu sals 
■nywhere »tc at tha pubEahiog office and id bookicncn' ihops— almyt ■ 



TRIALS OF A FRENCH JOURNALIST. 193 

"Watch and wait 111 be on my guard tog," 
auswqred the General, and hereon the two squeezed 
hands and separated. 

"Watch and wait" was good advice, and with 
popular interest in the election swelling mountains 
high, so that even the coolest of editors must tjave 
.felt his nerves tighten a little, it was impossible that 
Jacques should not fall a victim. The interdiction 
of the Progrii naturally stirred the bile of the 
editor of that sheet, who, afraid, however, to kick 
against Government, relieved his feelings by falling 
tooth and nail upon the Rtveil, and reviling Jacques 
for opposing his own father-in-law. Jacques re- 
torted, and the Progrii inveighed anew. 

In France controversies of this sort never last 
long without gliding into personalities, and thus it 
befell that the Progris editor having described 
Jacques as a mountebank, and Jacques having re- 
plied by calling his adversary a "godson of Marat," 
cartels were exchanged and a duel took place, in 
which Jacques Girard punctured his adversary near 
.the collar-bone. 

At ordinary times Jacques would not have beep 
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broaglit to trial for this breach of the peace until at 
least a month after its commission, but the chance 
of getting rid of an obnoxious adversary was one 
of which M. de Poignfermaye was not slow to take 
advantage. Acting at his instigation, the procurator- 
general issued his summons on a Tuesday, the day 
after the duel; on the Wednesday the juge d'ln- 
struction examined the parties and signed their 
committal; on the Friday Jacques was brought to 
trial and sentenced to a month's imprisonment, and 
on the Saturday a gendarme brought him the pro- 
curator's warrant to surrender in gaol that same 
evening before 6 p.m. 

This was clearly a stretch of justice as well as a 
flagrant breach of judicial courtesy, for it is the 
custom to allow duellists and press offenders to sur- 
render at will, or nearly so. Accordingly, in the 
prison cell, where he was locked up punctually at 
6.15 as a flrst-dass misdemeanant, Jacques penned 
a feeling leader, calUng public attention to the un- 
worthy manner in which he had been treated, and 
protesting, in the names of all Parhamentary candi- 
dates present and to come, against jndicial inter- 
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ference in Parliamentaiy contests. The public were 
delighted with the article, and so was the Prefect, 
for it enabled him to deal with the Revtil as he 
had done with the Progrh, in the following de- 
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Prefect." 

This piece of high-handedness was too much 
for Jacques, who boiled over. A journalist can edit 
his paper whUst in prison, and Jacques, on the first 
epuT of the moment, dashed off fifty lines in which 
'he pelted the Prefect with some hard truths, and 
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wound- up by hitting to right and left upon Govern- 
ment generally. He would have done well to put 
this effusion under his pillow, and to pemse it afresh 
in the cool of the morning before sending it to the 
printing-office; for, having neglected this precaution, 
he brought himself under the notice of General de 
Flamberge-Auvent, who made no bones about the 
matter, but, by virtue of the privilege which he pos- 
sessed (and which the Prefect did not possess) 
under the state of siege, suspended the Eeveii for a 
fortnight 

It was Pauline who brought the suspension de- 
cree to her husband, when she came as usual in the 
morning to visit him in prison. She wept, and 
threw her arms round his neck: — 

"Oh, Paul, your ambition, dearest — great and 
noble as it is — will bring ruin on us all I Had you 
not better desist?" 

"Desist? Neverl" cried Paul, grinding his teeth 
as he disengaged himself; but the next minute his 
courage fell, for he thought of the pecuniary con- 
sequences of the fortnight's suspension. By a stroke 
of the pen the General had fined him nearly 30,000 
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francs — a great sum for a man who reckons his in- 
come at 50,000, especially as Jacques had been put 
to huge expense in transforming the Reoeil into a 
daily paper. 

Pauline watched her husband bite his lips and 
make a gesture as though he would tear out his hair 
in bunches. She quickly nestled to his side. 

"Jacques, dearest, you won't be angry, but I 
called on the Bishop this morning, and he will 
undertake to get the suspension cancelled if you 
will withdraw your candidature and support Count 
de Goupillon," 

"Oh, my candidature is dished, 1 suppose, now," 
moaned Jacques. "There is only a month between 
now and the election, and the next fortnight, which 
I should have employed in canvassing, will be clean 
thrown away. But how can I, after giving myself 
out as a Republican, support Count de Goupillon, 
a Legitimist and a Jesuit?" 

"You might say you had changed your mind," 
answered Pauline innocently. 

"1 think M, Bompain is the more likely man to 
get the suspension cancelled, and I shouldn't so 
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much mind supporting him," exclaimed Jacques 
desperately, after a few moments* reflection. "Bona- 
partists and Republicans have several points of af- 
finity, for both appeal to the democracy, and, be- 
sides, M. Bompain does not object to the Marshal" 

"Shall I call on M. Bompain?" asked Pauline, 
rising with a woman's bravery to be gone at once. 

"No. Well, after all, yes, you may. It looks 
like making a trailic of one's dignity, but I don't 
see why I should lose my election and my money 
to please a joltcr-headed general. We will revenge 
ourselves on the old booby by bleeding his intended 
father-in-law. M. Bompain must pay us the costs 
of two days' suspension, and take live thousand 
copies a day as Grosgriel proposed to do." 

Pauline was off in an instant, and before the 
afternoon was spent returned with an affirmative 
answer on M. Bompain's part. But in the mean- 
time Grosgriel, having got wind that Jacques Girard 
was relenting, hurried to the prison with much better 
terms. He too would get the suspension cancelled, 
but by the War Office, through the Prefect and the 
Minister of the Interior. He would fiulhermore 
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cover the losses already incurred by the suspension, 
buy 10,000 copies a day until the election, and, to 
crown all, he would use his influence to get Jacques 
liberated froni prison, nominally on a doctor's cer- 
tificate of ill health. 

This last bait turned the balance. When Pau- 
line arrived with good news fixim Bompain, Jacques 
had already pledged himself to Grosgriel. It was 
too late, however, to apprise Bompain of the change, 
and this is what happened: — ^Bompain, having called 
on Ms future son-in-law at five, spent an hour in in- 
ducing hjm to cancel his decree, on the ground 
that the editor, having expressed contrition, the 
General would make allowance for the excitement 
of election time, and for the nervous agiution 
brought on by imprisonment, and be merciful. The 
General by no means liked being merciful, but he 
ended by surrendering, and the cancellation duly 
appeared in next morning's Ordre. On the follow- 
ing day the Ordre publi^ed a new Prefectoral de- 
cree, restoring to the Reveit the privilege of sale 
in the streets, and simultaneously this interesting 
journal reappeared with three columns advocating, 
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not the candidature of M. Bompain, but that of M. 
Mayor Grosgriel. 

Hereat the wrath of Goiera! de Flamberge- 
Auvent was kindled. He buckled on his sword and 
drove to the Prefecture. 

"My dear Poignfermaye, there is some con- 
founded breach of contract here!" he cried, burst- 
ing into the Prefect's study. "I had arranged with 
Girard that he should support my relative Bompain." 

"You had no right to make such an arrai^e- 
ment, my dear General, Soldiers mustn't toudi 
politics." 

"Must or mustn't, I did it! and if the Reveil 
du Coq does not hoist new colours Pll be dovm 
upon it!" 

"I must ask you not to touch the Revtil^ said 
the Prefect with bland firmness. "Until further 
notice, it is to all intents a Government paper, up- 
holding the candidate of the Home Office." 

"Home Office be ! Let that beggarly jour- 
nalist look to himself!" 

"My dear General, you wouldn't like me to re- 
port you to Paris as an agent of Chislehurst?" 
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The General scowled and turned tail, but he 
was not beaten. From that day he and the Prefect 
were at secret war, and Jacques Girard was destioed 
to bear the consequences. M. de Poignfermaye had 
at heart long cherished a grudge against the 
General, whose authority overshadowed his own in 
the department, and he thought that a good occa- 
sion for undermining his rival's prestige by making 
pubhc divers abuses connected with M. de Flam- 
beige-Auvenfs military administration. Only not 
daring to print these attacks in the Prefectoral jour- 
nal, he caused them to be inserted in the Reveil, 
the which, whilst diampioning the Government can- 
didate, M. Grosgriel, began to teem with articles 
npon the condition of the army, the indiscipline of 
General d'Auvenfs division, the immorality of the 
soldiery garrisoned at Seinebourg, and so fenh. 
The result of all this was a thunder-clap which 
neither the Prefect nor Jacques Girard, poor fellow, 
a>uld have foreseen. 

General de Flamberge-Auvent went to Paris and 
saw the War Minister. 

"A trumpery journalist is maligning me with the 
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sanction of the Prefect, your Excellency," he said 
excitedly. 

"That is iiad," said the Minister frowning. 

"It is a state of things that must cease," con- 
tinued the General with warmth; "either he or I 
must retire." 

"H'm! M. de Poignfermaye is a zealous servant," 
remarked the Minister, "I think the best way will 
be to transfer him to some other locality. I will 
speak to the Minister of the Interior about it. As 
to that journalist" — and here the Minister cast an 
eye over the incriminated articles — "as to that jour- 
nalist, we must put him down. He's dangerous." 

Put down the journalist? Of course, and nothing 
is easier. 

At the time when he was just beginning to con- 
sole himself for the collapse of his candidature by 
the favour of the Prefect and the brisk sale of his 
paper, Jacques Girard saw his office invaded one 
afternoon by a commissary of police and six gen- 
darmes. The commissary bowed — for they are a 
civil race — and handed him this communication: — 
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"The Rfv€U u, b^ virtue of the mte of lifrge, iiota thii ity lup- 
presKd. 

"(Signed) Dc Fluisbsce-Advsnt." 

"Suppressed!" gasped Jacques in agony. "But 
I invested three hundred and fifty thousand francs 
in the newspaper, and I shall be ruined!" 

"I would never invest money in newspapers," 
observed the commissary phlegmatically; "they are 
the most insecure kind of property. Gendarmes, re- 
move all those papers." 

Of course Jacques Girard lost his election as 
well as his paper; but he had at least the satisfac- 
tion of seeing his father-in-law returned in the Radi- 
cal interest, M. Madray, mollified by his triumph, 
and yielding to his daughter's intercession, allowed 
the pail a trifle to live on; but he took a malicious 
pleasure in poking heavy jokes at the poor journalist, 
complimenting him ironically on the speed with 
which he had run through Pauline's dower. 



., Goo<^lc 



en b, Google 



JUSTIN VITALI'S CLIENT. 



kji-iien b, Google ^j__ 



b, Google 



JUSTIN VITALl'S CLIENT: 

A FKEMGH "CAUSE CELEBRE." 



A MAN on whose prospects success seemed to 
stune most sunnily was Justin Vitali, of the Bar of 
M — . At the age of thirty he had ah?eady achieved 
a reputation as a learned lawyer and an eloquent 
pleader. Without influential connections to help 
him on — labouring under the drawback of being a 
Corsican, which is not a title of merit in the eyes 
of French barristers who dislike the politics of their 
insular brethren, addicted, moreover, to solitary study 
which kept him from chumming with his fellows or 
going out into society and making friends of the 
sort who. often do more for a barrister than profes- 
sional merit does, Justin Vitali had, nevertheless, 
attracted attention much quicker than if he had had 
-recourse to ambitious arts. He was just the sort Of 
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man whom solicitors appreciate. He had the gift 
of listening. It has been said that conversation has 
become a lost art in these our times because every 
man reflects on what he shall answer instead of 
paying attention to what he hears; Vitali, on the 
contrary, hearkened with all his ears, and his 
memory was so retentive that he often surprised a 
client by reminding him of a cursory remark which 
had been uttered without any intention that it 
should be remembered. It was a maxim of his 
that the merits of a case are ascertained less by 
what a client says than by what he lets slip; and 
he had a tact for drawing on a speaker to be com- 
municative by an appearance of tacitly acquiescing 
in all his observations. The power of concentrated 
attention brought to bear on the reading of his 
briefs lent Vitali the force which an advocate must 
needs acquire who speaks with a full knowledge of 
his case, and it made him a dangerous opponent 
for leading barristers of la^ practice who went 
into court having but skimmed their briefs. It got 
to be said that when eminent counsel knew they 
were to be pitted agiunst Justin Vitali, they tgok 

t;oi,8ic 



A FRENCH "CAUSE C^LtBRE." 20g 

care to master their facts and charged a heavier fee 
for the trouble. But, though other barristers might 
by fits and starts emulate the Corsican's industry, 
few could compete with the inborn gifts which made 
him an orator. He was a muscular man of middle 
height, with a swarthy complexion, black hair, which 
he wore long and brushed off his high forehead 
without any partii^, thick black whiskers trimmed 
shwt, and dark eyes, large and piercing. In his 
ordinary attire he might have been taken for a pro- 
vincial farmer in Sunday dress, for he wore ill-cut 
baggy clothes of rough doth, and was not careful 
about dusting them; but in court his gown and 
cambric fall became him well, and as soon as he 
had put them on he was another man. In this at- 
mosphere of justice, which was his real sphere, he 
thawed; the cold expression of his features gave 
place to a look of ardent interest in all that was 
going on; he would turn his eyes with prompt, in- 
quiring flashes on judges, witnesses, and on the jury 
if it were a criminal case; and casual spectators, 
who did not know his ways, might have thought 
that he was continually tempted to spring on to his 

Fmtk PUlHra iStamdStrUil. II. 14 
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legs before the time. But this excitemeat was <»ly 
outward, for when Vitali rose to speak hk in^mlscs 
were always under his control; they were like a. 
steam machine which a child's hand can guide. He 
despised tricks of rhetoric, declaraatory gestures, 
and sensational phrases, his eloquence being die 
natural outpouring of a full mind and heart, flowii^ 
like a torrent from a subteiraneous lake. He had a 
clear and melodious voice; his gestures were few 
and graceful, and his Corsican imagination tinged 
his speeches with a warm colouring, with h^py 
metaphors and with occasional beauties of true 
poetical pathos, more especially when he was plead- 
ing in cases in which his own sonsibilitiea were 
stirred. 

This very frequently happened, for Vitali had 
laid down for himself a. singular rule of conscience: 
— he would plead no causes which he did not sin- 
cerely believe to be jusL A welttnown Scotch pro- 
fessor of jurisprudence being asked to deal with tte 
question as to whether an advocate were, justified" in 
pleading iniquitous causes, aDiswered, that a counsel 
is a mouthpiece, not a. jiuige, and that it is KKtely 
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his function to place his dienfs case before the 
bench in the manner in which the client himself 
would have stated it had he possessed the requisite 
oratorical abOtty and legal knowledge. VitaK took 
a different view of an advocate's duties, and Con- 
tended that a man has no rig^t to place his talents 
and his learning at the service of a person who is 
endeavouring to do a wrong. "As well," said he, 
"might a locksmith argue that he was justified in 
aiding a burglar to break into a house so long as 
he took no share in the proceeds of the robbery," 
And on another occasion, smiling at somebody who 
had styled barristers "the defenders of the widow 
and the orphan," he replied drily, "Yes, but if some 
barristers defend the widow and orphan, it is pre- 
sumably because others attack them; therefore the 
Bar contains as many assailants as champions cf 
the widow and orphan." Often when he had read 
a brief through, VitaK returned it with a note to the 
effect that he thought the cause untenable. And 
once or twice he had appended some words of critical 
advice which proved most unwelcome to the suitors 
wlli» &ad wi^*d to retain Urn. Had he been less 
14* 
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laborious or able, or less successful in winning the 
causes which he did undertake, his hyper-scnipulous- 
ness would have blighted his professional prospects. 
As it was, soUcitors gave Tiim a character fcr eccen- 
tricity, and, while praising him aloud, thanked 
Heaven in seaet that there were not more like 
him. 

But VitaU had also made himself numerous 
enemies, for it was not to be expected that a man 
should set up a rigid moral principle without seri- 
ously offending many worthy people who were less 
rigid. All the suitors whom Vitah had snubbed spoke 
with wrathful contempt of his pretended integrity, 
deriding it as the affectation of a hypocritical cha- 
racter,- and from tspri/ de corps the Corsican's fel- 
low-barristers concurred. After all, they were as 
good as he. Did he imagine, forsooth, that they 
pleaded unrighteously, that Ihey had no principles, 
that they would let the temptarion of a heavy retain- 
kig fee sway their sensitive consciences? Although 
M-^ is a large maritime city of nearly half a mil- 
lion inhabiUnts, its society is thoroughly provincial 
and everybody there knows or believes he knows 

.^"^>8l^ 
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everybody else. It came to be rumoured that Justin 
Vitali'a "bearislioess" was due to his having been 
crossed in love; others discovered that his real name 
was Vitali della Sebbia, but that he had dropped 
his aristocratical patronymic because he was the 
son of a fraudulent bankrupt, who had hanged him- 
self to escape the hulks; others felt sure that Vitali 
would turn out to have been a secret agent of the 
Jesuits, and they begged the rest to mark their 
words. In short, envy, being unable to deny the 
Corsican's talent, went to work dropping fly-spots 
on his reputation or his motives; but this did not 
prevent Vitali from increasing in credit among 
suitors day by day; for suitors, like patients, will 
run to the man who can bring them speediest relief, 
and there is no relief in taw like a good verdict 



n. 

At the moment when this tale opens Justin Vitali 
had just been pleading a cause which was to set 
the seal to his renown. He had appeared as counsel 
fqr an Opposition newspap«' prosecuted by Govern- 
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meat Tlie proMcutioii waa unjtiGt, but as there is 
no jury in press iiUia, the defendants had Utde 
justice to expect kcaa three judges who, besixieE 
being ever anxious to serve Government, seemed to 
have the letter of the law on their aide. Vitali took 
codes and precedents in hand, and proved that law 
as well as abstract equity were oa the side of bis 
clients; and he forced the boidi toacquit on a 
legd tcdimcahty. No sucb ^ling had ever been 

seen in the annals of newspE^er trials in M ; 

and after the judges had dehvcired their fiading in 
a densely-crowded court, wbidi had become l^e 
seme of enthusiastic and tumultuous cheering, tb^ 
grew afraid of their own work. The President of 
the trUnin^, a shrewd old tune-serving judge, re- 
paired to a raceptioQ which the Prefect was holding 
that evening; so did the Deputy Procurator-General, 
for he was impatient to demonstrate that he had 
done his very utmost to get the journalists fined 
and sent to jnieon. 

But they found the Prefect mudi less ccmeemed 
about the failure of his prosecution than about 
Vitali's remarkable display of eloquence and le^ 
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acumen. He was a Bonapartist, who served the 
Rtfpublic giudgingly, and hoped peiseveringty for a. 
iCEtomtioii of the Hurd £mpire, wbidi might make 
a Cabinet Miaister of him. 

"What a speech!" he said musingly to the Fk- 
sident; "a dismal pity that such an orator should 
belong to tbe Radicals." 

"But M. Viuli is a Bonapartist, I believe," re- 
plied the President, glad to show that he and his 
assessors bad not been worsted by a Republican. 

"A Bonapartist — and yet he pleads for the 
'Reds'?" 

"That is the failing of the man. He pleads for 
anybody— whom he thinks in the right." 

"If he be a Bonapartist, he is a man to be taken 
up," exclaimed the Prefect eagerly, for he knew the 
President was also an Imperialist "We might push 
him forward at the next election. He would be a 
wonderful recruit for our party, now that Rouher is 
ageing." 

"H'ml he would give you a good deal of trouble. 
Jiukpendenca is his hobby." 

"Ohl as to thai; I have known many ad Aristides 
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grow tractable when a good berth was offered him," 
was the Prefect's confident answer. "The Procura- 
tor-Generalship of M is still vacant, and I'll see 

if I can't get VitaU appointed to it" 

"He wouldn't accept," said the President with 
assurance. "So long as you pay a Procurator- 
General but 15,000 francs a year, the post isn't 
worth the consideration of a man of thirty in large 
practice." 

"You leave the honour out of account," rejoined 
the Prefect. "Besides, the post would only be 
a stepping-stone to pohtics. At all events, we can 
tiy." 

The Deputy-Procurator, who was approaching, 
and overheard the Prefect's remarks, pulled a wiy 
face. He had set influences at work to obtain tbe 
Procuratorship for himself, and he lost no time 
' in leaving the party to go. and telegraph to his 
friends in Paris to bestir themselves. 

Meanwhile Justin Vitali, exhausted by his long 
and intricate Speech in court, had returned to bis 
chambers. They were poorly furnished rooms, 
whose chief luxury was the library of well-bound 
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law books, which eyeiy French advocate is bound 
to possess before he can be admitted to the Bar. 
Prior to sitting down to the frugal dinner which was 
^ent him every day from a cookshop, Vitali went up 
to his writing-table, which groaned under a weight 
■of papers, and began this letter: — 



my positian^ My earnings an steadily on the increBse , 

doubt Dov that after live yean mote of patient worir. favo 

which hu hUherto beftiended Die, 1 ihalJ be ahle to 

fathec'i debu and deu his m«»ry of the itiiii which a 

and wrongfuD^ thrown upon ii. Towards this end, on which we have both 

«c( our hearts, you may rely that I shall not ceaae to strivo, to cho cKchuion 

He had got so far when there was a ring at the 
door of his chambers, and his servant entered with 
a card, saying that a lady desired to see M. Vitali 
at once. 

"A lady at this hour? Did you ask her busi- 
ness?" said Vitah, as he glanced at the card, on 
which was the name "Madame Despians." 

"She is a young person, sir, and she says she 
will not detain you above an hour," said the ser- 
vant. 
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"An hour; that is 9t least irank: they geaetaHy 
Sif ' adt above Ave mmutes,' " remariced VitaU witli 
a w9iTj smile. "laqiilre whether the busine&s is 
so urgent that the lady cannot fix an a{^oiiiit- 
ment" 

"She seemed very anxious to see you, sir," re- 
joined the man, and he opened the door to go out; 
but at this moment a lady dressed in deep mourn- 
ing suddenly glided past him and entered the 
room. 

The shade ov^ the table lamp kept the light 
down, and rendered it difficult to discern the visitor's 
features. But it was evident that she was young, 
slight of stature, ^id, judging by the quality of her 
apparel and her gracefully dignified cfuriage, a 
person accustomed to good society. She walked 
straight up to Vitah's table without speaking. He 
rose astonished, but bowing, and ofTered her a seat; 
and it was only when the servant had retired that 
she addressed him in a musical voice of great 
vivacity, and rendered slighUy tremulous by ajtdte- 
ment 

"Excuse me for intruding upon you, M. ViuH,' 
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but I wish you to appear for me in & lavsult I 
received notice this mtaniog of an unmoithy action 
HuA is to be brought against me, and nobody was 
ever so shamefully abused as I am in that paper. 
Here it is in my pocket, and I will leave it with 
you. When I got it At ten o'clock I cried for an 
hour; but my maid told me I had bettn come to 
you who ire so famous, so I went to the courts, but 
you were speaking in that newspaper case, and 
when it was over I could not get neai you because 
of the throng of persons who were applauding you. 
I applauded like the rest, for I assure you you were 
very eloquent, and it occurred to me that if you 
could find so many things to say for a journalist, 
you wwUd speak still better in defence of a londy 
persecuted woman." 

"The suit is about a will," interrupted Vitaii 
politely, for he Was pioof against complimenta. 
"Allow me toi glance at the paper. Wm\ mercen- 
ary acts, wiles. It appears the plaintiffs wish to 
have the tetiiator's will anulled on the ground 
oP 

"Yes, on the ground that I used undue in- 

-""sl-- 
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fluencel" exclaimed Madame Desplans. "Did you 
ever hear of such a tiiiiig? Why the mon^ in 
questioD was bequeathed me by a man who at least 
twenty times offered to many me; and who might 
have been alive now if I had given him my hand! 
But I won't waste youi time in exclamations; here 
are the bare facts. I was left an OTphan at twelve, 
and at eighteen was married to a retired naval 
officer, who had been a great friend of my father. 
Captain Desplans, though much older than I, was a 
most affectionate husband, and we lived happily to- 
gether for four years — until the Captain, having 
embarked all his fortune in a speculation, was 
ruined. The blow preyed greatly on his mind be- 
cause of me. During a few months he tried hard 
to find employment, hut bis age for active work was 
past, so that he fell ill of despair and very soon 
died, leaving me unprovided for." 

"You were absolutely destitute?" asked Vitah, 
who continued to glance at the notice of process. 
"I had just ten thousand francs and my jewds." 
"And no relatives or friends to give you a 
home?" 



"No relatives at all," said Madame Desplans, 
shaking her head; "but I had one Mend, Captain 
Lacroix, who had formeily been Lieutenant on 
board my husband's ship, and who is the peistm 
mentioned in that document It is he who left me 
the property in dispute, and whose mourning I am 
wearing. And oh, when I think that those selfish 
relatives of his, who never once came near him in 
his iUness, and who had done all they could to 
make his life wretched — when I think that they 
dare to accuse me of having been mercenary, false, 
depraved, and everything that's wicked, it's too 
much to bear; oh, ohi" and the young widow burst 
into tears. 

"Console yourself, madam," said Vitali gently! 
"these law papers are often drawn up in brutal terms; 
but if the charges brought against you be false, there 
will be so much the more dishonour for your accusers." 

"False, why of course they are false; can you 
doubt it?" qaculated Madame Desplans, looking up 
as if the merest hesitation were an outrage on her. 
"Why, I devoted iflyself to Captain Lacroix, and 
spent six months nursing him , when, as I have told 

■ ■■Av'V^'' 
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you, I ffiigbt have bectrme his wife if I bad pleased, 
aiid hft»e inherited the whole of his property instead 
ofthe half which he left me. He was about forty 
yettts old when I first became acquainted with him, 
that is some six years younger than my husband. 
He fr^iiently visited at our house, and I was not 
long in perceiving that he cherished a deep attach- 
me** towards me. He ended by declaring himself, 
and i ordered him not to let me see his face again, 
flu^atening if he returned to owt house I would ift- 
ibrm my husband of his conduct. He did go away 
and remained absent for two years; but so soon as 
Idy husband was dead he hastened back from Italy, 
where he was, and made me an offer of his hand. 
I fek no doubt that he sincerely loved me, but I 
was angry with him for his past behaviour; besides 
which, he was a man of passionate xnd mra-ose 
temper, witii whom I knew it woidd have been im- 
j>ossible fOT me to live happy," 

"This paper says that lie was dinost imbecile 
from confirmed intemperance." 

"H^ became that after t had rejected him," said 
s t>e^Iaai, drying beir ^eyesi "I brieve he 



A PREMCH "CAU3X CELiSRE." 223 

had given way to driok durmg his two years' ah- 
sebce, but upon my telling him that I would nevec 
be his wife he appears to have abandoned Mmsrff 
altogether; so that one day 1 received a raving letter 
^m him, in which he said that he was on hid 
deathbed, that it was my cruelty that was killing 
him, but that I could restore him to life if I would 
go and see him and give him a word of 'hope. I 
confess that I was seized with terror, and with some 
remorse, for it is horrible to be bald one is caudng 
the death of a man whose only crrnie is to bcve 
loved you too welL Consulting only my first im- 
pulse, I hastened to Captain Lacroix's house, think- 
ing that I would only stay there a few days to nuise 
him until he got well. But he lingered on for 
months, alternately lucid and delirious, but always 
quite incapable of takuig care of hnuself, and in 
such a complete physical prostration that I amke 
every morning with the conviction that he would be 
dead before night When he did die at last, it was 
fornid that, by a will dated during the time while 
my husband was alive, he had left me half Us 
fortune, that is a nuUiMi ftlMs, fitr he was » ikfc 
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man, the son of a Marseilles mercliant Then it 
was that his relatives, who had left me to nuise him 
on his deathbed, felt upon me with that paper, in 
which they charge me with having circumvented 
the unhappy man, with having tried to cozen him 
into marrying me; indeed, they almost hint that 
when I found he would not yield to me, I ended by 
poisoning him, so as to become possessed of what 
he had left me the sooner. Ah, it is all too in- 
famous, M. Vitali! Do I look like a scheming ad- 
venturess — do 1 look like a poisoner?" 

She had half risen in uttering these words. 
Vital lifted the lamp shade, and the hght fell full on 
her features. No, it was not the fiice of an adven- 
turess, nor of anything but what was sweet and 
good. She had lai^ blue eyes, soft and candid as 
a child's, a tiny mouth which no falsehood could 
ever have defiled, and pale golden hair that seemed 
to crown her pure brow with an aureola of innocency 
like those on angels' heads. So at least thought 
Justin Vitali as his admiring gaze fell on the young 
&ce turned supplicatingly towards his. From tliat 
motnent his destiny altered its course. 

• "•" '-■' , Goo<^lc 
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She had no need to continue clasping her bands 
as she did, for her cause was now right in his eyes, 
although all mankind should arise to accuse her. 
There was a look of protection in the glance he 
bent on her; then something like timidity stole into 
it, and a sensation which he could not account for, 
but which made his heart beat, took sudden posses- 
sion of him. He turned towards his desk, caught 
up a pen, and, to give himself a countenance, asked 
his visitor some desultory questions, her full names 
and address (her Christian name was Clotilde), 
whether she had a solicitor, what documents she 
could furnish to assist her defence, &c. All this 
time he felt nervous, and dared not look again at 
Madame Desplans. He stammered, and the con- 
sciousness that he was doing so made him redden: 
then he became aware that he was prolonging his 
questions with an inward purpose of preventing his 
visitor from going away — and this discovery filling 
him with confusion lest he should be detected, he 
said abruptly, by manner of closing the interview: — 
"Your sohcitor will have to instruct me in due 
form, Madame, but your case is happily not a dif- 
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iicBlt one. By the way, am I to understand tliat 
you aje entirely dependent for support on Captain 
Lacroix's legacy?" 

"Yes," answered the young widow artlessly; "I 
brought my husband no dower, but though destitute, 
I probably should not have accepted the Captain's 
money if his relatives had behaved with common 
kindness to me. I knew nothing about his will till 
it was opened after his death, and I was more sur- 
prised than anybody to find that a million had been 
bequeathed to me. But now that I have been so 
basely slandered, I would maintain my rights at any 
cost, even if I were bound to throw the million into 
the sea as soon as I got it" 

"That is natural," answered Vitah, who was too 
much of a Corsican not to sympathise with the 
craving for revenge. "The legacy is but a just ac- 
knowledgment of youi devotedness in tending the 
dying man — besides, I suppose the Captain was 
aware that your husband had been ruined." 

"He was not only aware of it, but he was him- 
self partially the author of our ruin, and that is just 
the point, for in his will he treats the legacy as a 
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restitutioD," Exclaimed Madame Desplans animatedly. 
"I should tell you that Captain Lacroix often ad- 
vised my husband on pecuniary matters, and once 
he counselled him to invest in a mining company 
which had been started in Corsica." 

"In Corsica!" exclaimed Vitali with a start, while 
a deep pallor of a sudden overspread his face, 

"Yes; and the company soon went to ruin, for 
it had been founded by a dishonest banker — one 
Delia Sebbia. But what is the matter, M. Vitali? — 
you look unwell." 

"Delia Sebbia was not dishonest, I solemnly 
vow," said Vitali, standing up and speaking with 
considerable emotion. "In founding the mining 
company, Madame, he sincerely believed that he 
was promoting a genuine enterprise, and when the 
ruin overtook him and his shareholders he com- 
mitted suicide." 

"Oh dear!" exclaimed Madame Desplans, open- 
ing wide her blue eyes and assuming an air of con- 
trition, "but I hope I have said nothing— was that 

H Delia Sebbia?" 

IS' 
I,. ,GoG<^lc 
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"He was my father," said Justin Vitali, whose 
brow contracted as in pain. 

There was a moment's silence. The young 
widow had risen, and the Corsican and his client 
stood for a brief space close together with downcast 
faces, neither speaking. Madame Desplans broke the 
silence by saying, in a tone of compassion and regret— 

"I am truly sorry, M. Vitali — I could not guess 
— but this will not prevent you from defending me, 
will it?" 

"That is a question for yourself to decide," an- 
swered Vitali, a little bitterly. "But if you cannot 
believe in the honesty of the father, I would advise 
you not to submit your fortune and reputation to 
the care of the son." 

"I will believe anything you tell me, M. Vitali," 
said Madame Desplans, without hesitation; then she 
added, with a half smile, "But, unintentionally as it 
may be, your father was the cause of our ruin. He 
was the cause that I am standing before you to-day; 
so you owe rae a kind of reparation. Prevent me 
from being despoiled of Captain Lacroix's legacy, 
and we shall be quits." 



A FRENCH "CAUSE CELEBRE. 



What momentous events may not happen be- 
tween two paragraphs of a letter tnterrapted for an 
hour! When Vitali wrote to his mother that he 
would devote himself to clearing his father's memory 
"to the exclusion of all other objects or ambitions," 
he said what he meant: when he resumed his letter, 
this passage in it was no longer true. His filial 
piety had not lessened, but a new element of hopes 
and fears had entered his life. His main object at 
present was to dear Clotilde Desplans; and when 
he had done that, what then? Here he asked him- 
self with uneasiness why he should shrink from 
looking to the time when the professional relations 
between himself and the young widow should be at 
an end, and when perhaps she would go away and 
be never more seen of him. His life would become 
a cheerless blank again then, as it had been before 
she had come to him like a sunbeam into a prison 
cell. He had looked upon her, and it seemed to 
Jiim that her face must for evermore remain shining 
before his mind's eyes.- 
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When she had gone, he carefully read through 
the writ. of process with which she had teen served, 
and which, Uke all such documents in fVance, was 
a most elaborate indictment, covering several pages 
of stamped paper. The terms of it made his blood 
boiL Accustomed as he was to the calumnious 
malice of litigants, to the diaboUcal ingenuity with 
which a plantiffs lawyer can pervert the meaning of 
the simplest acts and words so that they may be 
made to bear a felonious significance, Justin Vitall 
nevertheless thought that slander had never been 
pushed to greater length, and humanity, honour, 
decency, and common sense never been more out- 
rageously set at defiance, than in this document, 
which accused Clotilde Desplans of being a false 
intriguer and swindler. He foresaw that the case 
would make an immense noise, for, in a country 
where women's influence is paramount, the public 
have a great interest in knowing what constitutes an 
exercise of wrtrfiM influence; then the magnitude of the 
sum at stake would lend importance to the suit, besides 
greatly heating the plaintiff's pleas, for Frenchmen do 
fight with exceeding desperation for a million francs. 
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All the Other briefs which Vitah had in hand at 
this time lapsed into the background of his pie- 
occupations; and on the morrow ofMadameDesplans' 
visit, it cost him real physical suffering to go into 
court and give his attention during three hours to a 
knotty insurance case. He bad scarcely slept through 
the night from thinking of the extraordinary con* 
course of circumstances which had made him morally 
the debtor of Madame Desplans, whom his father 
bad unwittingly mined. He deemed it nobly gener- 
ous of bei to have said that if he won her suit she 
would consider they were quits; and most magna- 
nimous of her to have shown such readiness io 
believing in his father's innocence — a point upon 
which dl the world, ay, his most intimate Mends 
(with whom he had quarrelled on that account), re- 
mained sceptics. How could he for a moment 
mistrust the guiltlessness of one who displayed such 
couiidenoe in him and his? how could he help long- 
ing for the day when be should tear her name spot- 
less as a jewel from the ignoble bands who sought 
to soil it, or help fretting at the inevitable delays 
which obliged her to remain under the cloud of 
foul aspersions fcff weeks at least, periijq)s for months? i . 
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In the luncheon interval of the insurance case, 
Vitali stayed in court and wrote Madame Desplans 
3 letter, putting to her some questions which he had 
omitted to ask on the previous day, and adding 
some general remarks tipon the conduct of her case, 
with the intention of reassuring her. He did not 
notice that this letter far exceeded in length and in 
style the usual manner of a business communication, 
but in all he said he wished to pave the way to an offer 
to place his purse at her disposal until the trial was 
ended. It had occurred to him in the night that 
Madame Desplans' circumstances must be wofuUy 
straitened, and that she possibly had not enough to 
live on in comfort for the next few weeks, setting 
aside the defrayal of expenses attendant upon the 
preliminaries of every lawsuit. He was wording his 
proposal with infinite delicacy, and bidding Madame 
Desplans to regard any loan she would accept as a 
simple advance on the fortune which she would 
shortly recover, when one of the most eminent asouis 
in *Rouen crossed the court and touched his shoulder. 
It was M Boidoux, to whom he had been indebted 
for many a brief. 

"Vitali," said this solicitor, "I soit you a big 
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brief yesterday, but dont go to woilc on it yet, for 
it will have to be amended, as the case is going to 
be transfcTred from a civil suit into ^i criminal action." 

"Very well," replied Vitali, nodding absently. "I 
haven't yet looked at yesterday's bricfe. Who are the 
parties to this one?" 

"Heulard, Viel, and some others, versus 
Desplans, a young widow, and we are for the plain- 
tiffs." 

"What?" exclaimed the Corsican. 

"You seem to have heard of the case," observed 
M. Boidoux, taking a pinch of snuff. "We thought 
at first we had to do merely with undue influence, 
but circumstances have come to light which show 
there was downright murder. Madame Desplans 
poisoned" 

"Who told you that?" qaculated Vitali, with so 
energetic an expression of fury that M. Boidoux re- 
coiled. 

"Heigh! What dog has bitten you? You surely 
don't take an interest in the defendant?" he asked 
incredulously. 

"I am retained for Madame Desplans, and I mean 
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to go on with her case to the end," answered Vitali 
hotly. 

"Oh no, that I am sure you won't!" replied M. 
Boidoux, wagging his grey head. "Youll drop her 
brief Uke a red coal, for I know you, i don't say 
but that it would have been a pretty case for you 
to fight, if there had been no proofs of murder, 
for, after all, what is undue influence in a. pretty 
woman? Madame Boidoux used no undue influence 
on me before our marriage, but if she had asked 
me to convert all my fortune into golden marbles 
that she might play at ring- taw" 

"Come to the point, M. Boidoux, I beg," cried 
Vitali, shaking the lawyer's arm almost brutally. 
"What do you mean by proofs of murder?" 

"Laudanum in the body," replied M. Boidoux 
positively. "At least we hope to find some there," 
he added, correcting himself. "Examining the de- 
ceased's papers the day before yesterday, we came 
upon letters in which he expressed fears that Ma- 
dame Desplans was endeavouring to poison him. 
These letters had been written by him in bed; they 
had been put into envelopes, sealed, addressed, and 
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stamped for posting, and it was evident that Madame 
Desplans had suppressed them. This set us in- 
stituting inquiries, and we ascertained that Madame 
"Desplans had on a certain day purchased laudanum. 
Of course we applied forthwith to the Procurator for 
an order to have Captain Lacroix's body exhumed, 
and that is being done at this moment. As for 
Clotilde Desplans, she is in prison; we had her 
arrested last night." 

Muttering a growl, and launching a fulminating 
glance at the lawyer, Vitali fled from the Court at 
the moment when all the parties to the insurance 
suit were returning to it. 

He rushed across the Pleaders' Hall, flew down 
a staircase, and, with his gown streaming behind 
him, made for a courtyard leading to the prison- 
house. But on reaching the open air he sank dis- 
couraged on a stone bench. He recoUectcd that it 
would be impossible for him to see Clotilde. Bi 
France a prisoner apprehended on a criminal charge 
is kept in solitary confinement {au secret) till the 
examination by the Juge d'Instruction is at an endj 
and sometimes this examination lasts for months! 
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Vitali thought with a shudder of the agonies which 
the young widow was going to endure, debarred 
from all coinmuolcations with the outer world, pre- 
cluded from seeing any faces save those of her 
gaolers and of the examining magistrate, who day 
afrer day would torture her with insidious cross- 
questions intended to wring from her an avowal of 
guilt Some strong men have been known to go 
mad under this protracted torment: how was a 
weak, impressionable woman likely to bear up 
against it? 

Vitali went back with achbg head and heart to 
the Court, and pleaded for his client in the insur- 
ance case. It required a miracle of self-connmand 
to enable him to bring his mind to what he was 
doing, but the very force of his sorrow lent him an 
aitiiicial strength, and though he spoke with a hag- 
gard &ce and an irritable manner, he won his suit 
As he was leaving the court, Boidoux accosted him, 
looking triumphant 

"I totd you how it would be. The pod-mortem 
is over, and they have found laudanum in the body." 

"I don't believe it," snarled Vitali. 
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"But come, man — when I tell you so! The doc- 
tors say he took a dose tit to kill a family." 

"Reason the more. He committed suicide." 

"Ah, if you're going to plead that, it's another 
affair," said the lawyer. "But I warn you it will be 
uphill work; we have a chain of evidence that is 
flawless." 

"Look here, M. Boidoux; have you ever yet 
known me plead for a criminal?" asked Vitah, halt- 
ing and glaring at the old solicitor as if he would 
eat him. 

"No, my dear fellow, but you're not infallible," 
said M. Boidoux, buttoning up his topcoat "At 
any rate, the affair is going to make a pretty fuss. 
See, it's already in the papers," and he handed the 
Corsican an evening journal, in a conspicuous part 
of which was printed in large letters: "Mysterious 
Poisoning Case, Arsest of the Murderess." 



The "Desplans Poisoning Case," as it was called, 
was destined to convulse not only the city of M- , 
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but the whole of France. There happened to be 
no topic of engrossing interest before the public at 
that moment, and this tale of alleged crime came as 
a welcome prey for the popular tongues to feed on. 
The youth and beauty of the suspected murderess, 
her distinguished social status, the large sum which 
was supposed to have prompted the murder, all 
these features combined to invest the affair with a 
special attractiveness, so that in every place of 
public meeting throughout the country Madame 
Desplans and her doings supplanted discussions 
about politics, new comedies, and new fashions. 
As the doctrine of contempt of court is unknown in 
France — at least in the English latter-day applica- 
tion of the same — the newspapers freely c<»nmented 
on the evidence that had come to light All that 
could be raked up as to Madame Desplans' ante- 
cedents was broadly published; her portrait ap- 
peared in the illustrated papers (and a sweet portrait 
it was), and, under the form of eomplainUs, long- 
winded ballads descriptive of the crime were whined 
in the streets by itinerant singers. At first, public 
opinion was, as almost always happens, dead against 
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the prisoner, but the publication of the portrait 
caused a reaction; and when it became known that 
Madame Desplans was to be defended by Justin 
Vitali, "whose voice had never been lifted up in an 
unjust cause," the country divided itself into two 
equal camps, the one lai^ly composed of husbands, 
married women, and old maiden ladies, who trusted 
that the poisoner would be guillotined; the other 
made up of all gallant and romantic souls, irtio 
enthusiastically, nay, fanatically, proclaimed her in- 
nocence. 

The theory of the prosecution, as regards the 
prisoner, was briefly summed np thus: — 

Clotilde Desplans was a person of extravagant 
taste. Cold-hearted, wilful, fond of finery and 
generally Mvolous, she had married Captain Dee- 
plans without concern for his old age, and soMy 
because he was rich. Once married, her conduct 
bad been flagrantly irregular. Captain Desplans 
had been obliged to forbid Captain Lacroix his 
house because the latter had made love to Clottld«; 
and soon Qotilde's reckless expenditure plunged 
licr husband into pecuniary embarrassments, nMch 
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he sought to override by injudicious speculations, 
and so ruined himself. From this moment, aveired 
the pTOsecution, Madame Desplans had formed the 
project of marrying Captain Lacroix; and if no 
proof existed of her having poisoned her husband 
to compass this end, there existed a strong pre- 
sumption that she had done so, and it was certain 
that Captain Lacroix had suspected her of this 
crime. This accounted for his having refused to 
marry her, though his love for her had been very 
great; and also for his having addicted himself to 
drink in the grief which tie knowledge of her in- 
famous deed had caused him. It was not denied 
that during the closing months of his life Captain 
Lacroix's intellect had been deranged, and many of 
the letters he had written on his deathbed bore 
evident traces of insanity; but the prosecution 
argued that though facts might be exaggerated in 
these letters, there was a substratum of truth in 
them, and that they must be taken in connection 
with the finding of poison in the deceased's body. 
Madame Desplans had hurried to Captain Lacroix's 
house immediately on his being bed-ridden, and 
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from that moment she had allowed no one to ap- 
proach him. She had discharged two out of his 
three servants, and these peisons deposed to her 
having taken possession of the Captain's house as 
if she were mistress of it, to her having been im- 
perious and quick tempered, and to her having 
required them to give up the keys of the Captain's 
plate cupboard, cellars, &c, which she constantly 
kept about her, nith the keys of his desk, bureau, 
and of a safe that contained his valuables. The 
third servant, an old woman, who had remained 
with the Captain till his death, stated that Madame 
Desplans had nursed the Captain with great ap- 
parent kindness, but she confessed that when the 
two were alone together she had often overheard 
the sick man's voice abusing Madame Desplans as 
a would-be murderess. Moreover, that Madame 
Desplans had ordered her — the servant — on no ac- 
count to post any letters the Captain might write. 
A chemist deposed to Madame Desplans having 
bought laudanum at his shop; and the doctor who 
attended the sick man gave evidence that he died 
rather suddenly at a moment when a. turn for the 

Frr«ci PiclH^, (StcmdSrriisi. 11. 16 
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better had seemed to supervene in his condition. 
From this it was inferred that Madame DesfJans 
had poisoned the Captain from fear that he would 
recover, and that when once restored to health he 
would cancel the testamentary dispositions he had 
made in her favour at the time whilst her husband 
was still alive, and whilst he — Lacroix — still deemed 
her worthy of his love. As a criminal indictment is 
never complete in France unless the remotest and 
least important drciimstances in a prisoner's life are 
laid bare, the examining witness had summoned a 
former governess of Clotilde's to prove that the 
prisoner had as a child been headstrong and often 
unmanageable. A discharged maid swore to her 
having frequently quarrelled with her husband; a 
discharged valet of Captain Desplans' had heard her 
remark at a dinner-party that death by laudanum 
must be a pleasant death, which cleady pointed to 
■a long preoccupation on the means of taking life, 
and to a suspicious acquaintance with the pri^jcrties 
of poisons. 

What Justin Vitah suffered whilst all Ibese de- 
positions and conjectures, some terrible, some ab- 
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surd, came to him piece-rocal throu^ newspaper 
reports, it is impossible to describe. Weeks passed 
without his being admitted to sae Madame Desplans. 
Her case was in the hands of M. Ragot, a small 
wizen Juge d'lnstruction, who would turn a prisoner 
over and over as a dog does a bone, and would not 
let him go so long as a scrap of secret remained to 
be torn off. This grim man being questioned one 
day by VitaU as to Madame Desplans' health, an- 
swered blandly that the prisoner was as well as 
could be expected, and that he had given orders 
that she should want for nothing in the way of 
comliHts compatible with her position. Vitali, who 
had never spoken to Ragot before, felt that he was 
committing an imprudence in questioning him; but 
he could bear the suspense no longer, and he had 
indulged a furtive hope that he might be able to 
iosinuate a word or two that would propitiate the 
judge in Ootilde's favoiu-. But his first hints in 
this direction fell against M ^^got like paper pellets 
against a stone wall. M. Ragot was du^ incarnate, 
Tltougb not above five feet lugh, he was a colossus 
in the sdencc of- wcmniiig &cts out of a prisoner, 
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and keeping his counsel about the same till the 
time came for their o£Qcial publication. The French 
code, which invests a Juge dinstruction with the 
most tremendous of powers — that of examining 
prisoners in secret, and committing or releasing 
them on his own sole uncontrolled responsibility — 
has reared a class of men astute as lynxes, silent as 
confessors. M. R^^ot would not have whispered a 
secret to the coals on his fire for fear it should be 
spread by the smoke up the chimney. He confined 
himself to telling Vitali that his case was progressing 
"hopefully" — but "hopefully" in a Juge d'lnstruc- 
tion's mouth means that proofs of a crime are 
thickening, or that the prisoner is being successfully 
harried into self-accusation. 

Vitah was fain to be patient. With no materials 
to work with other than those whidi had been sup- 
plied him by Madame Desplans in one short hour's 
interview, he had to construct a defensive theory of 
his own, but to do this cost him little trouble, for 
he considered his whole case to be clear as the 
noonday. Captain Lacroix was a niadman labouring 
under that form of hallucination which doctors call 
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tfce "deliiiom of persecution:" Ms fears of being 
poisoned were all a. result of his mania, and nothing 
else. The two servants who testified to Clotilde's 
impeiiousness were disreputable persons who had 
been discharged for misconduct, and who were now 
revenging themselves. The purchase of laudanum 
had probably been made at the sick man's own 
request, and to procure him sleep at nights — any- 
how, the fact that Qotilde had openly bought it, 
giving her real name and address to the chemist, 
was irreconcDable with any theory of murder. The 
same might be said with regard to the suppression 
of the sick man's letters, and with respect to Clo- 
tilde's whole conduct throughout Nothing was more 
natural than that she should prevent the wretched 
maniac's letters iirom being posted to spread alarm 
among his friends and make his insanity notorious; 
but if there had been intent to murder, she would 
not have allowed those letters to survive as evi- 
dences of her victim's suspicions. To this Madame 
Desplans' detractors answered that assassins have 
in all times been proverbial for their lack of fore- 
sight, which explains why they are so often found 
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out; but Justin Vitali's retort was, that with this 
s^lem of putting far-fetched constmctioiis upcm 
eveiything, there is not a person, however innocent, 
but might have guilt affixed oq him. 

Talk of pleading unjust causes! — where was 
VitaU'a talk of abstract justice in the |H;eseiit case? 
If proof had been forthcoming that Clotilde Des- 
plaas had been seen to pour the poison into the 
patient's mouth, he would still have brou^t for- 
ward rebutting ai^uments. He had become morally 
deaf and blind to all pleas that did not tally with 
his deliberate couvictions. He did not regard the 
theories of the prosecution as things to be rea«>ned 
with, but demoJished. 

So time wore on, and VitaU's chivaboos ob- 
stinacy and devotion to the cause of the suspected 
murderess came to be as much matters of putJic 
rumour as the details of the "murder" itself. Vitali's 

equals and rivals at the Bar of M. laughed to 

see him "gone so mad," and rejoiced to think that 
after such aa unbroken series of forensic successes 
he was at last going to nm amuck, and probably 
cover himself with ridicule. But the younger bar- 
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risters, who could not jret compete with tbe enuDent 
Corsican advocate, and who were disposed to tak% 
him for their model, thou^t him sublime, and 
loudly declared their admiration. It was through 

them and the younger journalists at M that 

Vitali's fame was being trumpeted to all the comers 
of France. Framerly his celebrity had been purely 
local, but now there was not a city bat was made 
aware of the renown he had earned by his peculiar 
conscientiousness; and however the trial m^ht 

result, it seemed inevitable that the orator of M 

would be obliged in deference to his national popu- 
larity to forsake the provincial Sar for that of Paris, 
where a wider field of honours would be open to 
him. Already Parisian solicitors were writing to 
him to promise him their patronage in return for 
his. 

It was at this juncture that Vitali received a 

sudden offer of the Procurator-Generalship at M . 

His secret admirer, the Bonapartist Prefect, had not 
forgotten him, and had exercised his influence so 
diligently that the Ministu of Justice had allowed 
him to sound the Corsican as to his willingness to 
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become a Government servant Before the Desplans 
<&se Vitali would have refused the offer on pecuniary 
grounds, for his duty towards his father's creditors 
compelled him to prefer money to honours; but it 
flashed upcm him that if he became Procurator, the 
conduct of the prosecution against Madame Des- 
plans would devolve upon him cx-officio. Now 
public prosecutors enjoy a good deal of latitude. 
They receive the commitment writs of the Judges 
d 'Instruction , and it lies within their discretion to 
suspend proceedings on the ground that the evidence 
taken before the examining magistrate was insuf- 
ficient. Or if the case be brought to trial, they can 
abandon the prosecution in court, declaring that the 
evidence they have heard has convinced them of the 
prisoner's innocence. It is not often that Procura- 
tors do this, and Vitah knew that the Deputy-Pro- 
curator of M , who would have charge of the 

case if he had not, was one of those men who feel 
professionally bounden to assert a prisoner's guilt 
to the very end. It sickened him to think that this 
narrow-headed functionary would slaver the venom 
of his salaried animus on Qotilde's purity. He 
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reflected that Clotilde would leave the court with a 
prouder head if her acquitment, instead of being 
wrung from the jury by a counsel's speech, were 
brought about by the Public Prosecutor abandoning 
the charge in the name of Society; and as fc^ get- 
ting another advocate to take his place as the pri- 
soner's counsel, this matter gave him no uneasiness, 
for he modestly thought that any barrister of heart 
could defend Clotilde as well as he could. These 
considerations induced him to call on the Prefect 
and accept the proffered post 

"Ah, well done!" said the ruler of the Depart- 
ment, motioning him amicably to a seat "We were 
in some dread that you would refuse; but remember 
that this appointment is only the first rung of the 
ladder which you can climb if you are willing. The 
elections are coming on, and I may tell you con- 
fidentially that if you like to stand in the Bonapartist 
interest You are an Imperialist, I believe?" 

"Yes," said Vitali, "and if 1 can be of any 
service to the cause, I shall be happy to requite the 
honour you have done me. But I will frankly tell 
you why I accept this post," and he proceeded to 



250 JU5TIK YTTALl'S CLIENT: 

eaonDce bis reasons— with an emotion in breathing 
Madame Desplaos' name which would have struck 
any obswver, 

"Ob, oh!" said tbe Prefect, becoming grave, but 
speaking with a smile. "We all know of your 
partisanship in this celebrated cause, M. Vitali; but 
let me give you a friend's advice, and ui^ you to 
keep aloof from Madame Desplans' affairs wi under- 
taking your new duties. Touching as it is to see 
you champion the suspected pT — lady — so warmly 
in a private capacity, it might greatly damage your 
public career if you began by occasioning a mis- 
caniage of justice." 

"But it would not be a miscairiage of justice I" 
exclaimed Vilali with animation. "Do you think I 
would defend Madame Desplans if I deemed her 
guilty? It is because I would answer for hei in- 
nocence with my bead on the block that I long to 
set her free, and restore her feir fame as a public 
official speaking for my country." 

"That is all very good," responded the Krdect^ 
"but the woiid would not believe in so much int- 
partiality." 
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"But they must be brought to believe iL" 

"My dear M. Vitali, when we caooot go against 
the stream, one had better swim with it." 

"WhatI when that Stream is bearing an innocent 
creature to infamy and death?" 

"Come, come, you must really allow me to guide 
you," said the Prefect, with the good-humoured 
authority of an experienced statesman. "Recollect 
you are my prot^g^; I look to you running a very 
brilliant race, and we must not let you mar it at the 
start. So if you positively cannot retrain from being 
lomantic and generous, I will have your appointment 
deferred till the trial is over." 

"Ah, it would be no use to me thenl" cried 
Vitali in despair. "It was for fur I was going to 
accept, not for me." 

He returned home in very low spirits. The Pre- 
fect's manifest conviction of Clotilde's guilt depressed 
him more than anything he had yet heard from 
other persons; and for the first time he began to 
contemplate the possibility of not being able to carry 
a verdict against public prejudice. Hitherto he had 
been buoyed up by the confidence that on going 
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into court he would straightway break down the 
Bimsy structure of the prosecution like a house of 
cards; but what if his eloquence failed? — what if the 
jury were stubborn, and closed their eyes to the 
light of truth that he would thrust before their faces? 
It chanced that for the past few days there had been 
a lull in the newspaper comments on the Desplaas 
case. Everything that could be said about the pre- 
liminaries of the affair had been said and mis-said, 
and the public were now taking a rest from con- 
jecture in expectation of the impending final act of 
the drama. Gloomy presentiments and visions 
gan to pass through Vitali's brain. He saw a densely 
packed court full of cruel faces, a bench of obstinate 
judges, a ruthless sentence pronoimced amid a 
silence broken only by the sobs of an innocent pri- 
soner; then a public square with a machine rearing 
aloft two huge red posts and a knife, a fainting 
form dragged up the scaffold steps, and the roar of 
a surging multitude. It was evening, and he 
shivered. The noise of carts passing in the street 
under his windows suggested tumbrils, and the oc- 
casional voices of workmen and boys, singing, that 
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heartless indifference of crowds who go their ways 
not caring for blood that has been shed, even 
though it cry to them from the stones. 

A knock at his door roused Vitah from his reverie, 
and his servant came in with a letter. It bore the 
stamp of the Palace of Justice. The barrister's fingers 
trembled as he tore it open, and he scanned its 
contents, then staggered, raising his hand to his 
brow and uttering an awful moan as he read this: 

" Mv Dkak Sik,— The prelimiiuiiy eMminiuion of OotiMe Deipliiii 
ia U an end. and you will be free to rilit hai to CDafET nbsut ber defenc* 
every day datine ^m lo-morrow, 1 feel come latufaction in mfbmuilE 
jrou that the ptuoner hni at length made a confissuon of her guilt. 



French procedure, as it has been said, isolates 
a prisoner — cuts him off from all human succour, 
and leaves him alone with the official inquisitor as 
a fiy with the spider. The Juge dlnstmction weaves 
a web of evidence round his victim, patiently, 
laboriously. There is no reason why he should 
huny, for the longer time he takes so much the less 
chance will there be of the prisoner's escape, and it 
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is tbe Judge's business to convict rather than to 
judge. When at last the web has been made so 
strong that not a thread is wanting — when the net 
seems to encompass the captive on all sides with 
its serried, symmetrical meshes — then the spider 
magistrate opens the door to the counsel for the 
defence — and the fly — and says complacently, "Now 
break through my handiwork if you can!" 

When he recovered from his first shock of horror, 
Vitali decided that Clotilde's confession could only 
have been wrung from her by moral torture. The 
tonnentor's craft was not abolished when the rack 
and thumbscrews were done away with; and now, 
as in old times, innocent persons have been known 
to plead guilty so as to escape from the sufferings 
of an endless inquisition. Vitali made no doubt 
that diis was the case with Clotilde. His truly was 
the faith that removes mountains. 

So early on the morrow as he could expect to 
'gain admittance he repaired to the prison. It was 
ten o'clock, and the morning was bright and balmy, 
one c^ the sort that inspires hope The dismal 
portals of the gaol opened to receive the advocate; 
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some soldiers lounging in the entrance yard stood 
^side respectfully and whispered his name to each 
other, and a tumlcey conducted him down a flagged 
passage into a small white-washed room furnished 
with a deal table, two lush-bottomed chairs, and a 
stove. This was the counsel's parlour. It looked 
pitifully bare, and the iron gate whidi dosed it in 
lieu of a door (so as to admit of a gendarme's sur- 
veillance from without) brought back the minds of 
visitors implacably to die natuie of the building in 
which they stood. But Justin Vitaii forgot that it 
was a prison. At last, after weeks of anguish that 
had seemed like years, he was going to see again 
the woman whose image one brief interview had 
impressed SO ioeffaceably on his mind; and at the 
thought his heart beat like a schoolboy's. Five 
minutes passed. There were some light steps down 
the passage; a sister of mercy in black robe and 
"large white-winged cap appeared at the gate, opened 
it noiselessly with a key at her girdle, and stood 
back a step while the prisoner entered, then drew 
Ihe gate back again with a clanging snap and vanished. 
Vitaii and Qotilde Desplans stood together alone. 
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The prisoner was dressed in a. black merino with 
white coUar and cuffs. She was wasted to thinness; 
her complexion was as wax, and her eyes, preter- 
naturally enlarged, glistened with the fire of inward 
fever. She was but the shadow of the lovely, smartly 
dressed little woman who ten weeks previously had 
introduced herself so abruptly to Vitali; so that as 
the Corsican gazed at her his heart was moved to 
its depths, and a violent quiverii^ of his lips spoke 
to the intensity of Hie emotion he felt As for her, 
she scarcely seemed to recognise her defender. She 
had seen him but once, and apparently he had not 
been present in her thoughts night and day ever 
since, as she had been in his. She looked at him 
sadly a moment, as if to ask on what errand he had 
oime, then bowed to him with a sigh, and sank into 
a chair: 

"It is you, M. Vitali," she murmured. "The 
sister did not tell me. I hope you have come to 
say that all this misery is going to end soon." 

"Very soon, I trust," replied Vitah, in a broken 
voice, as he took the other chair. "I have come to 
confer with you about your defence." 

-oogl^- 
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"What is the use of defending me?" asked Clo- 
tilde, in a tone of utter weariness, "They will have 
it that I am guilty of mmder, so I have ended by 
agreeing with them, in order that they may let me 
have peace." 

"But everybody knows that a confession extorted 
by such means as have been brought to bear on you 
is worth nothing." 

"Oh, isn't it? I am sony for that," wailed Clo- 
tilde, putting up hex hands before her eyes as if to 
shut out a hideous vision. "Anything is better than 
what I have gone through. To be insulted, threat- 
ened, and cross-questioned day after day — to have 
all the acts of my life twisted into crimes — to be 
brought to look upon the disinterred bodies of my 
husband and Captain Lacroix, and to be told that 
witness upon witness are swearing to my guilt. — 
Ohl" 

"The fiends!" murmured Vitali, rising and pacing 
about the room. 

"It wasn't kind of them," continued Clotilde 
plaintively, as she wrung her hands, "for they saw 
that I was weak and could not answer their ingeni- 
FrtKcit j^iuti fSictHd Srruij. II. 17 
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ous Gh^es. Whenever I opened my lips they told 
me I was telling untruths. They believed discharged 
sCTvants sooner than me. It seems I never did a 
good thing in my life, but have been wicked ever 
since I was bom. Let them put me to deaUi if they 
please, and the sooner the better, for they don't sup- 
pose I can ever forget these weeks of agony, and 
what they have left me of life is not worth keeping 
with such recollections," 

"You shall not only live, but your innocence 
shall be proved spotless as snow!" exclaimed VitaJi, 
whose voice was unsteady, and whose whole frame 
shook. "I will come to see you every day, Madame 
Desplans, — I am your friend^and will get you ac- 
quitted." 

"Thank you for saying so— but why should you 
be my friend?" sighed Qotilde incredulously; "you 
don't know me. You must have the same opinion 
of me as the rest." 

"Before God I beUeve that no purer woroin than 
you ever trod this earth!" cried Vitali. 

"Oh!" murmured Clotilde, and burying her jace 
in hoc hands ^e leaned kxnrsii over the table and 
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sobbed in a convulsiMi of grief that seemed as if it 
would send the soul from the frail body. 

A gendarme was pacing to and fro in the flagged 
passage outside. His yellow baldric flashed befca^ 
the gate and his sword clanked. The sunbeams that 
streamed through the grated window of the parlour 
touched the golden hair of the weeping sufTerer with 
trembling rays as if caressing themi and Justin Vitali 
leaned against the wall with his arms folded, his 
face awiy with anguish, and his lips murmuring 
silent prayers which God in heaven heard. 

With an abrupt effort, shaMng off the emotion 
which paralysed him, he applied himself to the 
urgent task of restoring hope to his client. She had 
sunk into the apathy when death appears as a 
blessed relief, and the idea of degradation attaching 
to a capital sentence had Itist all significance in her 
eyes after the humiliation which she had already 
undergone. Vitali talked to her of the future with- 
out being able to provoke a spark of interest. He 
returned to the charge, and declared that almost all 
her coimtrymen believed in her inoocenoe, uid that 
she ntuet show herself strong foi tlie day when her 
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justification should be made manifest But all this 
failed to move her. At last, however, by a display 
of the strong interest which he himself took in her, 
and by bidding her answer to the best of her ability 
a series of questions he would put, he succeeded in 
making her dry her eyes and exert her memory, 
which siifRced momentarily to put despair aside. 

"The laudanum which you bought, Madame Des- 
plans, was, I need not ask, to procure the patient 
rest?" 

"Yes; he ordered me to buy it He used to take 
several drops at a time to make him sleep. I can- 
not conjecture whether he took an overdose by in- 
tention or accident; for I never suspected he had 
died by poison until I heard it said here." 

"And those letters he wrote?" 

"Oh, those letters! they have done nothing else 
but reproach me with not having posted them," 
sighed Clotilde wretchedly. "But it was by Captain 
Lacroix's orders, given me in moments when he was 
lucid, that I posted nothing that he wrote while the 
fits of mania were on him. If a single one of those 
letters had reached his relations, they would have 
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come and shut him up in a madhouse, to get pos- 
session of his property. This he knew, and he used 
to implore me not to let his deranged state become 
tnown. I was not aware of what was in the letters. 
I never opened them, but laid them aside, hoping 
always that the Captain would recover his reason, 
and would then destroy them himself. If I had 
burned his letters, he might have fancied after his 
cure that I had read them — that is, profited by his 
helpless (x>ndidon to pry into his secrets," 

"And you continued for months nursing Captain 
Lacroix, and bearing with all his paroxysms? You 
Icnew that he accused you of wishing to poison 
him?" 

"Oh yes! When his hallucinations came, he used 
to call me murderess and thief: and sometimes he 
threw things at me. But these attacks never lasted 
long, and in his lucid intervals he would beseech 
me so piteously not to let him be shut up, that I 
had not the heart to hand him over to bis friends. 
I continued hoping to the last" 

"One question more," said Vitali, with moist 
eyes. "Those servants of Captain Lacroix whom 
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you discharged had. I presume, misbehaved them- 
selves?" 

"Yes; there were a valet and a housemaid who 
I found were robbing him of his plate, clothes, wine, 
and of everything else they could smuggle out of the 
house. It was the Captain himself who told me to 
send them away, and to take possession of all his 
keys for him," 

"Well, eveiything is exactly asl thou^t, Madame 
Desplans," exclaimed Vitali, in a sudden tone of 
confidence. "Rely on me — promise me to be trust- 
ful and hopeful." 

ClotUde shook her head. 

"I vow that you shall be acquitted," cried Vitali 
adjuringly. "I swear to heap confusion on the ene- 
mies who have foully traduced you, and to make 
you leave the court with the respect and pity of all 
honest men and women showering upon your sweet 
saintly footsteps like flowers." 

"Ah, if I could believe you!" ejaculated QotUde, 
stirred by the Corsican's vehemence, and looking at 
him with eyes in which began to gleam a faint ray 
of hope. 

DKjnien bv Google 
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"Do believe me!" impioied Vitali, taking one of 
her small hands and pressing it between both his. 
"Is there nobody on eaith whom you would care to 
live for — who would have joy in your acquittal — 
who?" 

"Don't!" exclaimed Ootilde, feverishly withdraw- 
ing her hand and abruptly starting back, panting, 
half wild. " Don't, M. Vitali, put these delusive hopes 
into my head if they are never to be realised. Will 
you swear to me that there is the least chance of 
my being acquitted?" 

"There are a thousand chances — alt chances are 
in favour of itl" protested Vitali ecstatically. 

"Ah, then, save mel Yea, I implore you to save 
me!" cried Clotilde, seizing his hands and gazing 
upon him with impulsive supplication. "Ah yes, I 
want to live ... for there is a man on earth whom 
I love. ... I can trust you, M, Vitali, for you have 
said you are my friend — are you not? Well, I will 
tell you what I have told nobody else: the real rea- 
son that prevented me from marrying Captain La- 
croix, though he so constantly impl(»%d me, was 
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that I bad pligbted my troth to another man. You 
have never heard of him. His name is Henri de 
Baire, and he is a young engineer. He had no for- 
tune, else he would have married me a year after 
my husband's death. So we agreed together that he 
should go to India, where he had a chance of earn- 
ing a large sum of money in railroad-cutting, and 
come back in two years to many me. His term of 
absence is almost over now, and if I can be saved, 
save me. Oh yes, save me, I conjure you, for his 
sakel But if there is no hope for me, then by your 
feelings as a man, M. Vitali, I entreat you to so 
manage that all will be over, and that I shall be — 
guillotined before he returns! There, I have given 
you a secret I thought to cany to my grave; but — 
but I have another prayer to make. K Henri returns 
to find they have — killed me I tell him from me to 
take no vengeance on anybody — only ask him to 
beheve in my innocence! Will you promise me that 
— my friend? Why do you look at me so haggardly? 
Why are you quaking?" 

Why, indeed? Why had Justin Vitali's face 
turned to marble? Well might he have moaned 



A ntKNCH "CAUSE CEliSRE." 265 

at that moment, in the words of the Psalmist, "All 
thy rivers and floods have gone over me!" 



The trial of Qotilde Desplans attracted to 

M the greatest concourse of strangers that had 

ever been seen there. How thousands of strangers 
could hope that there would be loom for them in a 
court of justice which had the greatest difficulty in 
accommodating two hundred spectators, including 
unemployed members of the Bar, is one of those 
mysteries which present themselves whenever there 
is anything worthy of interest to be seen anywhere. 
Some s^ht-seers consoled themselves for their ex- 
clusion from the court by lingering about its ap- 
proaches to catch rumours of what was going on 
within; others mobbed the yellow prison-van that 
had borne the alleged poisoner from gaol; the 
greater number haunted the cafiis and exchanged 
conjectures or made bets about the verdict The 
general opinion seemed to be that there would be 
a conviction. The Depu^-Procu rater's indictment 
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' got published in the papers (such 
documents almost always do) beftH'e being delivered 
in court, and the chain of evidence it furnished 
seemed powerfully strong. It was not widely Icnown 
that this Deputy- Procurator, regarding Justin Vitali 
as his personal enemy since the offer of the Pro- 
curator-Generalship to the latter, had made it a 
point of honour to obtain the convicticai of the 
Corsican's client, for all means of humbling a rival 
are good. 

He rather overleaped his mark, however, for 
some of the constructions put upon the prisoner's 
acts seemed a trifle strained even to the minds of a 
provincial jury and audience, so that the effect of 
the indictment, as read in a sing-song voice by the 
Procurator's clerk, was flat. The interrogatory of 
the prisoner by the presiding judge was the true 
beginning of the trial, but here a great disappoint- 
ment was in store for everybody, seeing that Clo- 
tilde's answers were so low spoken as to be ahnost 
inaudible save to the Bench and jury. This made 
her numerous enemies, and converted not a few 
once enthusiastic partisans to a belief in her guilt; 
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for to have obtained tickets of admission after end- 
less difficulties, and then to hear nothing of what is 
being said, would he trying to the impartiality even 
of a saint. From the presiding judge's comments 
it was gathered that the priscmei was giving brief 
but forcible replies, and that the Bench were grow- 
ing disposed in her favour. It was whispered that 
}ustin Vitali had been closeted with his client for 
hours and hours day after day, and that he had 
coached her as to all questions that could possibly 
be put — moreover, that the presiding judge had a 
high opinion of Vitali, and would be likely to bring 
out all points favourable to the prisoner for his sake 
— which was true. 

The witnesses deposed to nothing new — to no- 
thing but what the public had known for weeks 
past, and they were besides an uninteresting class 
of persons — Captain Lacroix's relatives especially so. 
The one was a fat merchant, the other a lean doc- 
tor who squinted, and the ladies in court could not 
kindle a spark of interest in such people, who 
evidently thought more of the deceased man's mil- 
lions than of himsel£ In fine, the first day of the 
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trial passed off uneventfully. Vitali only rose once or 
twice in the day to put cross questions to witnesses. 
These questions were keen as blades, and ripped 
the evidence given into tatters. 

Every one remarked the aged look of the bril- 
liant advocate, who was said to be only thirty years 
old. His shoulders were bent, his face wan and 
pinched. Those who sat nearest to him noticed 
that his black hair was streaked with grey. Ever 
and anon when the witnesses inveighed with more 
than usual warmth against the prisoner, he turned 
towards Madame Desplans and nodded with a smile, 
as if to give her courage. Once he grasped her 
hand. All day long spectators kept opera-glasses 
fixed on his features to try and discover traces of 
anxiety there, and found none. In sum, the impres- 
sion produced by his attitude was one that did the 
prisoner good. 

On the second day of the trial, which it was 
known would be the last, the court was more 
crowded if possible that on the first day; but public 
speculation as to the result had somehow taken a 
turn, and without being able to explain why, most 



A FRENCH "CAUSE CELEBRE." 269 

people believed that there would be an acquittal. 
The case for the Prosecution was seen to be flimsy: 
the answers of Clotilde as published in the morning 
papers appeared fraught with truth — and then 
Vitali's perfect composure conveyed a presentiment 
that the defence would be strong. The Deputy- 
Procurator did not damage his prisoner's case by 
the speech he made. He was violent, often wild, 
and Vitali twice tripped him up quietly in inac- 
curacies of fact. When the luncheon adjournment 
took place, the audience seemed to be saying: 
"What, had the Prosecution nothing more to say 
than that? Surely they have a mine in reserve 
which they will spring by and by." 

They had no mine, however: and it was evident 
from the Deputy-Procurator's face when he returned 
into court that he considered his battle lost He 
scowled, and got up to ask Clotilde what was the 
precise date of her leaving school — why and where- 
fore no one has yet ascertained. 

It was two o'clock when Vitali rose to address 
the jury. The aflemoon sun was shining with a 
mellow light on his face and on that of the prisoner 
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behind hiin, and botli of them seemed to stand in a 
gltny. The gendarmes with their while aiglets, the 
judges in their scarlet <md ermine, the ladies seated 
behind the bench in dresses of many colouis, lit up 
the court with bright patches. There was a dead 
silence as Vitali commenced his speech in low but 
clear tones: then he warmed to his work, and his 
voice rang out so distinctly that it was audible in 
the remotest comers. During two hours he spoke, 
and with a quiet force, & dignity, a beauty of elo- 
quence that kept his hearers enthralled. The wo- 
men who heard him, and who are faultless judges 
in such cases, said he must have a great grief at 
heart, for at times it was as though a stream of tears 
ran through his utterances. But he never quavered 
01 faltered, never missed the thread of his discourse, 
never let emotion jar upon the melody of his soft, 
earnest, persuasive tone. He spoke without notes 
— so full was he of his case— so well did he re- 
member eveiy fact, every date. As his speech pro- 
gressed, the proo& accumulated by the Prosecution 
seemed to melt like blocks of ice under the sun. 
Then one by one he took up the atotus, cru^ied 
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and reduced them to water till nothing seemed to 
remain, nothing but a universal belief in the pri- 
soner's innocence. When he saw that he had car- 
ried his jury — and none had a quicker eye to a 
jury's mood thwi Vitali — he came to his peroration. 
Turning towards Clotilde, who was crying, he pdnted 
to her, and in a voice of unspeakable pity, respect, 
and kindness, said: "Gentleman, I leave bcr in your 
hands. Look at her. Has she the appearance of a 
murderess?" 

The jury returned their verdict without leaving 
the box. It was "Not Guilty," on all counts, and a 
general cheer arose in court At this moment a 
young man in travelling garb scaled the seats which 
separated the auditorium from the court, rushed 
across the pnetorium, and flung himself into Vitali's 
arms. 

"Ah, I can guess," said Vitali in a trembling 
voice. "You are M. Henri de Barre. Take your 
bride, sir, and Heaven be with you both!" Saying 
which he placed the young man's hand in those of 
Clotilde, who was stretching them across the dock, 
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between the two gendarmes, her late custodians, 
who were brushing honest drops from their eyes. 

Some two hours later the beadle of the Church 
of St, Gudule being about to close the doors of the 
church, noticed that there was a stranger in one of 
the lateral chapels. He walked up to him and ap- 
prised him that dusk had come. The stranger was 
kneeling and sobbing like a child. As he rose to 
go, the beadle opened his eyes, for it struck him 
that the grief-stricken man bore a strange resem- 
blance to Justin Vitali, whose name was just then 
in everybody's mouth — even those of beadles. 
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Jf I were to say that we hoped to light up the 
whole of Paris with the blaze of that plum-pudding 
which we were preparing to do honour to our Eng< 
lish guest, John Brokenshire, I should be indulging 
in one of those figures of speech which, poet as I 
am, I think should be used rather in verse than in 
prose. But No^mie, the children, and I had re- 
solved that there should be enough rum round that 
pudding to remind our English Mend in no dubious 
fashion of Christmas in his own insular home. 
No^mie had spent two days in combining the ingre- 
dients, the number and strangeness whereof made 
our French minds wonder; and it was as good as a 
picture to see her stand with a wooden spoon in 
one hand and a list in the other, asking herself 
whether afier all she had not forgotten something. 
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We were both agreed that the dish which John 
Brokenshire and his countrymen love must have 
been invented by a grocer in difficulties, anxious to 
sell off a variegated stock, and willing, by the same 
occasion, to do a good turn to his friends, the doctor 
and the chemist 

Pudding, though, formed but one feature in 
our preparaticms, for I had ransacked the books 
that treat of English customs, and found that John 
Brokenshire would feel unwelcome unless we all 
kissed him under a branch of Druidical mistletoe, 
and encouraged him to do the same by us. So 
mistletoe hung from a hook in the ceiling. Then 
the sideboard was graced by six bottles of British 
ale, labelled with little red pyramids; and two of 
Oporto, not to be touched with a pair of tongs for 
the crusts and cobwebs on them, and three more of 
our own national vintage of Champagne, which you 
will allow me to think is a not unconvivial wine 
when capped with gold lea( and bearing the Duke 
de Montebello's caric blanche mark to guarantee its 
being made of the full white grape that grows on 
the sunny slopes near £ 
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Meanwhile, an odour of soup and roasting came 
from the little kitchen, where No&nie had just 
enough room to move about among her ruddy 
saucepans and white dishes, with her sleeves rolled 
up to her shapely elbows, and ^er cheeks pink from 
the glow of the stove-range. The two children, 
Victor and Looisette, sat each on a stool making 
themselves useful. Victor was scraping a trufSe of 
pungent perfume; Louisette was cutting out one of 
those papei frills that are fastened to ham bones. 
Hard by, on the hot-plate, a goose in a baking-dish 
was hissing vespers plaintively in his own juice, 
pending the time when he should be laid on his 
supreme bed of apple sauce. By the by, looking 
to the goose's ultimate destiny, may not his career 
on earth be described in the words of my brother 
poet, Horace, as ai avo utqut ad mala? I beg your 
pardon. . . 

No^mie Leblanc was not my wife, nor was I her 
children's uncle — only their godfather. We clubbed 
milch together, for we all lived on the fifth floor of 
one of those big Parisian houses whose roofs seem 
to reach up to the skies whenever the weather is 
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misty, and cast shadows light aaoss tha street when 
the stin shines. The lower-most story was occupied 
by a printing-office, where No^nie was employed as 
reader to two newsp^ers — one Republican, the 
other Rojalist — which were struck off by the same 
presses and published tinder one roof, though theii 
principles diSei^d like fire and vKta. Her work 
occupied her during twelve hours of every day; and 
while she was punctuating the articles that were to 
instruct o»tt countrymen in the principles engen- 
dered by a fruitful series of revoluti<HiE, I, sitting ia 
my attic and writing, used to keep an eye on the 
childreu. My door remained op»i that they might 
run across the landing fiom their apartment to mine. 
What games they hadi If they were not up to 
some piece of mischief that kept the whole upper 
part of the house in an uproar, they scarcely con- 
sidered that they were playing. One .of their 
favourite ^nusements was to filch some damp clay 
from a neighbouring sculptor's studio, and to make 
exploding pancakes. Having flattened out the day 
to the size of a cheeseplate, they impressed a little 
hollow in the middle with the thumb, then threw 
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the pancake with force on the floor. The audden 
compreBsion (^ air in the hollow caused it to ex- 
plode with a coise like the eruption of a gasometer. 
It was a delightful sport 

Victor w«8 seven, and Louisptte six. TTiey were 
good children, with affectionate ways and merry 
TOices — he, an intelligent little urchin, much ad- 
dicted to gpoiUng bits of wood in the carpenter's 
shop next the door, on pretence of learning up- 
h^lsteryi she, a damsel with gay blue eyes, already 
r^sed in the wiles of her sex for getting what she 
wanted, even when it might not be convenient to 
let her have the same. The pair went to the com- 
munal stjiool every morning with knapsacks on their 
backs fvil of books and bread-and-butter; and if my 
dow was not open when they set out, they rapped 
at it, and called me lazy through the keyhole. At 
four tliey returned, and I rather think that was the 
pleasftBtfKt hour in the day to me, notwithstanding 
thj^ they would haald their arrival by a terrific 
cbtter of their small shoes on the wooden staircase, 
which the eantierg€ was at such pains to polish 
twice a week with beeswax. From four to seven, 



28p A ROMANCE BY RUM-LIGHT. 

when their mother came back, rather tired of her 
proof-correcting, to make supper ready, I had Victor 
and Louisette all to myself or, to speak more truly, 
they had me all to them. Many are the poetic in- 
spirations which they have nipped short by playing 
hide-and-seek behind my bed, and dragging me into ' 
their game by the coat-tails when I was immersed 
in that difficult task of finding riiymes — as laborious 
often as fishing for pearls, 

. I have told you that I am a poet. I write verses 
that are widely read and pondered over by thought- 
fill minds; but, unlike my countryman Victor Hugo, 
I attune my lyre to sing the products of man's in- 
dustry rather than the works of Nature, which, may- 
be, have panegyrists enough. I indite versified ad- 
vertisements for pushing firms, whose names cover 
large spaces in the outer sheets of newspapers; and 
I excel, so they say, in the ornate description of 
articles suitable for human attire, chiefly feminine. I 
have turned sonnets upon bonnets, but am not 
above rhyming to a pill or a pickle. One of the 
most fancifiil things that ever flowed ftx)m my pen 
was a litUe epigram in four lines, which the piir- 
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chaser, a hairdresser ambitiously gave out as bis 
own, aad caused to be stuck on all the pomatum 
pots that left his shop. The best of this sort of 
work is that it keeps a man in beefsteaks, which the 
higher sort of epics do not, so far as my experience 
of them goes; but the more important point to me 
was that, by picking up a little more money than 
was essential to my needs, I was enabled to assist 
my neighbour Noemie Leblanc in bringing up the 
children, her own slender earnings being much cur- 
tailed by the sums which she sent regularly every 
quarter-day to her absent husband. 

Where was that husband? had he deserted her? 
Had he gone away, as so many husbands do, with 
grand hopes of making a fortune, which had all 
come to nothing, and obliged him to fall back on 
his wife's wages? No, Jules Leblanc was a political 
exile in New Caledonia. 

He had got mixed up in the doings of the Com- 
mune, and had been sentenced to transportation for 
life, though a milder man than he, and one less 
disposed to upset existing arrangements for the 
government of mankind, I never saw. Talk to him 
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of charteis and banicades, why he could not bo 
much as understand what was the use of the vote 
which the CoasUtution had conferred on him, and 
he would have given it to the first canvasser as 
readily as a sou to a beggar. But Jules was a 
humorist; and in that droll, honest head of his 
Nature had implanted a gift for caricature, wtiich 
served him to sketch you off a cabinet mimster with 
a monkey's tail, oc a cardinal with long ears, in no 
time. He called this mere fun, and thought he was 
only doing a laughable thing when he stopped in 
Paris during the dvU war and brought out a comic 
paper, which contained twice a week a coloured 
cartoon of one of the generals or Royalist states- 
men of the Versailles party. Fun indeed ! irfien the 
generals got hold of him they showed him what fun 
was. He would have been shot but for No^ie's 
throwing herself at the feet of Borne man in authority, 
who had just influence enough to get the sentence 
commuted into one of transportation. We were 
obliged to be content with that. One weavy, dry 
summer day No^mie travelled down to Toulon with 
the two duldren (the one a baby in arms then, the 
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Other a toddUag mite not two years old) to see 
Jules a last time before he sailed in the coavlct 
ship. I think I can see that day now. The sun 
was baking hot, and the streets of Toulon were 
hatdly fit for a dog to cross. Jules passed along 
the port amidst a large gang, all bandcufied and 
guarded by soldiers with fixed bayonets; andNo^mie 
could do no more than wave her handkerchief to 
him from a distance. He answered by kissing his 
fettered bands once, twice, and smiHng to exhort 
her to keep up her spirits for the children's sake. 
No^mie, half distracted, made another efibrt to 
get near him, but there was a crowd of other wives 
and mothers around her, all sobbing, and the poUce 
were obliged to force them back. So Jules dis- 
appeared, stepping on to the gangway that led to 
the ugly black transport, where he was to be 
cooped up for four months with felons and murder- 
ers, and with some convicts, maybe, as innocent as 
himself 

John Brokenshire, the Englishman, had come 
down to Toulon about a contract for supplying this 
very transport with tinned meat He was standing 
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by whea No^ie swooned. Catching her in his 
arms he bore her to the nearest wine-shop, and 
when she had come to herself he swore one of those 
curt oaths peculiar to his shy race, vowing that it 
would be one of his objects in life thenceforth to 
procure Jules Leblanc's pardon. 

John Brokenshire was a dry man, ivith a cold 
blue eye that repelled people of the begging sort. 
He never gushed with sentiment, as we Frenchmen 
do; and he seldom made promises, but when he 
did he kept them. He redeemed his pledge in this 
instance more largely than could have been expected, 
seeing that his words had been spoken under the 
influence of pity, which might have been a passing 
emotion. 

But alas! it is not much that a commercial 
traveller can effect, even one so energetic as John 
Brokenshire. This much only could our English- 
man do, and did — he kept No^mie supphed with 
news from her husband, and Jules with letters and 
remittances from No^ie. There never was such a 
riian for knowing people. Being constantly on the 
move, having business connections everywhere, and 
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not caring whether he compronused himself, since 
oui French laws had no hold on him, John Broken- 
shire found it easy enough to smuggle letters in and 
out of the penal colony. He fancied at iirst it 
would be easy to obtain the pardon too by pulling 
the proper wires; but in this he was mistaken. 
Either the wires were rustj' or he had not got hold 
of the right ones. Our Government does not so 
readily loose men at whose opinions it has takeii 
fright. The Englishman's ill-success made him fret 
and abuse the political ferocity of Frenchmen with 
all the vigour of that hberalism which grows on the 
banks of the Thames; but he neither despaired, nor 
suffered us to do so; and we knew that, wherever 
he went and whatever he did, he bore Jules Leblanc 
in mind. If he was buying wine of a Bordeaux 
merchant he would mention the exile's case between 
two tastes of samples; he begged sympathy for him 
of influential silk merchants, importers of British 
cutlery, coffee-brokers, and indigo salesmen. He 
had all the particulars of the poor caricaturist's 
offence and its mitigating circumstances by heart, 
and spoke of them to journalists and poliddans 
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whom he met in his travels, thereby widening every 
day the drde of those who knew something about 
poor Jules and pitied him. 

That is how John Brokenshire came to be our 
friend. That is why, every Christmas Day since 
that year when Notoie had been widowed by 
decree of a court-martial, he was the chief guest at 
a banquet which we prepared of such delicacies as 
he loved; and seasoned with a frank French wel- 
come. That is why we were expectmg him with 
our goose, our mistletoe, our pudding, and our 
homely wishes, on the occasion of which I am now 
writing — which was last Christmas Day. 



"Lts void/ Here they come!" exclaimed little 
Vict<»:, dapping his hands as the first ascending 
steps of our guests were heard on the staircase; and 
Louisetle, bravely tricked out in a Scottish tartaa 
dress, with a Royal-Stuart sash, clung to her mother's 
gown, and half hid herself behind it, with one finger 
in her mouth-^making believe to be timid, the sly 



A ROMANCE BV EUU-LIGHT. 28? 

pilsG> as if eva little French girls had really wanted 
for E^nruicel 

It was six o'dock. The room was lit, the doth 
laid, and No^ie stood readj to receive her visitors 
by the crackling fire of pear-wood logs. How pretty 
she looked! How sweetly sad and gentle in her 
bUck silk dress and the small lace caip that covered 
her glossy chestnut hair! She was but twen^-seren 
then, and grief bad not aged her — it had only 
thrown a wistful took into her blue eyes, and sub- 
due her manner to a quietness like that of a nune 
in a sick room. For the sake of her children ^ who 
could not remember their father, she had been 
obliged to maintain wl Outward serenity more 
heroic^ than sorrow; and had forced herself always 
to smile in their presence, that their young hearts 
mi^t aot be moulded to a melancholy which would 
cbabgt to moroseness when they grew cdder. Only 
Uioee "Who knew Noimie as I did guessed how hei 
wifely heart ached with hope long deferred. How 
she cOnld work so exactly as she did at her correc- 
tibn of pro6fs — never missmg a stray comtna, nor 
an ilbpbund circumflex, and amending even jpiaa^ 
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matical eirors in the neatest of hands — was to me a 
mystery. Grattelot, the foreman of the printer's 
works, and Barbelard, the sub-editOr of one of the 
two Republican journals on which No6mie was em- 
ployed, were as much puzzled as I; but tbey had 
raded by concluding that Madame Leblanc was of 
a philosophical turn, a master-woman, who thought 
that crying spoilt the eyes.' They and their wives 
were to be our guests on this evening. By the 
hearty way in which they entered, sniffing our goose 
and glancing at our bottles, it was evident that they 
did not consider they were intruding into an abode 
of sorrow. 

Grattelot, Barbelard, their spouses, and John 
Brokenshire, formed the total of our expected com- 
pany — that is including No^mie, the children, and 
self, nine of us, the nmnber of the Muses, were to 
sit down to table. Neither Grattelot, Barbelard, 
nor their wives, reminded one of the Muses though. 
The printer's foreman was a little swarthy fellow 
who had a Rabelaisian leer, and spoke with the 
richest brt^e of Marseilles. He used z's for j's, 
and pronounced o as ou. Out of his experience in 
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the printshop he had picked up an odd jumble of 
education and a standing grievance against all 
literary men, whom he accused of never measuring 
their productions to the requirements of newspaper 
size. He cared nothing for style or logic: "Give me 
adaptability," he would say; and his universal test 
of merit was: "Will this article run to more or less 
than a column and a quarter?" If it ran to more 
the writer was stamped in his mind as a man of 
incontinent verbiage; if to less, he was one who 
lacked elasticity of expression. Grattelot had a 
respect for poets because their lines were easy to 
set up in type, and did capitally as padding; and of 
course he gave the palm of poetry to bards who did 
not write in Alexandrines. He has often told me 
that he preferred an ode of miiie to the finest idyll 
by M. Francois Coppte; and I felt much flattered 
by the compliment till I discovered it was owing 
solely to my fondness for six-foot versification, not 
to the subject-matter of my odes, which Grattelot 
never read. 

Barbelard, the sub-editor, was an6ther literary 
curiosity, for he could only read with difRcnhy, and 

FrmtkPielmw fSiarndStrUt). II. 19 
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Spelt no woid in our language correctly save his 
own name. He had been appointed sub-editor by 
reason of his gigantic stature and his prowess with 
all duelling weapons. An old sergeant of the Cent 
Gardes, who had been decc»rated fbr canying cfff 
tiro Austrian colonels prisoners (one under each 
arm) in the Italian war, he stood six French feet 
in his socks, and had a pair of bristling red mous- 
taches which, when he was angry, looked as if they 
were aflame. It was Barbelard who assumed the 
responsibility of all the unsigned articles in the Re- 
pubKcan journal which employed him; and if any 
stranger came to ask for explanations about per- 
son^ties, this imposing sub-editor was there to 
answer him in the correctest language of diivalry. 
He tendered no apologies or explanations, but would 
forthwith be ready to accept a challenge to fight 
next morning, exiiy, with swords or pistols, according 
as might be most convenient This often led to little 
dialogues, somewhat in the following fashion: — 

Stranger {bouncing in furiously with the offend- 
ing journal in his hand). — Sir, I want to sec die man 
who wrote this article. 
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Bakbelard {rising with d{gnity from the su^ 
eiiiarial seat, tvith a pipe in his mouth). — Young 
man, it's me as wrote that article. K you want to 
objcctionise, nanje your friends, and we'll have it 
out at daybo'eak. 

STRAN(a» (growing civil), — Ah no. . . . I have 
merely come to renew my subscription to tile 
paper. . . , What a warm day it is. ... Goo-o-d 
morning. . . . (and aei/). 

Sometimes, however, a duel would Brise, and 
then Barbetaid always showed himself magnanimous 
in inflicting only flesh-wounds — just mere flea-bites, 
as he called them, ripping up the aim for twelve 
inches or eo, or carrying off an insignificant little 
piece from the aggressor's calf. Barbelard bad 
fought a round doien of duels; but he Owed an- 
other duty to his newapapCT besides fighting, for he 
appeared in the correctional courts to Bn;Swer all 
chaises of attacking the Government, and underwent 
the sentences of imprisonment to whidi members of 
the staff were condemned. He had come to look 
upon th« gaol of Ste. Ftiagie much a» a second 
home, and was never sorry to go there for A few 
19* 
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months, for he got double pay, unlimited allowance 
of tobacco, and excellent meals, sent in dally from 
the restaurant at the expense of his employers so 
long as his incarceration lasted. Madame Bar- 
belard, a little black-haired woman with despotic 
eyes, used - affectionately to remark that she was 
always more pleased to see her husband in prison 
than out of it, for she knew then that ha was not 
in mischief — risking his life in mortal -combat, or 
drinking more absinthe than was good for him at 
the caf4. Prison life was snch a saving, too, for she 
could go every day to sit with Baibelard from ten 
to six, take her meals with him, and economise 
thereby the cost of marketing and kitchen fuel. 
She had no opinion of Liberal governments, ascrib- 
ing their unwillingness in sending journalists to 
prison to sordid stinginess with the public purse. 

It turned out that on this Christmas Day when 
he came to dine with us, honest Baibelard had one 
of his periodical scores of durance to wipe off, for 
his first remark to us when he had shaken hands 
- with No^mie and kissed the children, was about 
going to Ste. Klagie on the morrow, "Thite months 
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for writing disrespectfully of the Senate," he said 

in his dry bass voice, and casting a sidelong glance 

•of anticipation at the ehiffonniire where the bottles 
stood. 

"Yes, three whole months!" exclaimed little 
Madame Barbelard in glee. "I had some hopes it 
might have been six, for then we could have saved 
up enough to buy that pretty villa at Suresnes, on 

, which I have set my heart" 

"We'll make up for it by taking three mOre 
months in the summer, if all goes well, my dear," 

:said Baibelard, good-humouredly; "too much off the 
reel iSn't good: one likes to get out and breathe the 

■air now and then." 

"Ah, that's just it; and then hatfuls of francs 

.are spent in billiards and tittle glasses with your 
friends!" responded Madame Barbelard, ta^y. 
"Thiiik of what nice things we might do if you re- 
mained for a whole twelvemonth under lock and 

■key!" 

*I wobder why they never send printers' foreto^n 
to prison," said Madame Grattelot, querulously. She 

'was an Alsatian dame, very fleshy and frugal, and 
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talked with that grindiag Strasbui^ accent, which 
used to make us Frenchmea laagh tiU all the sturdy 
men and women of our fairest Rhenish provin<» 
passed under the Prussian yoke. "Lieher Himmtll" 
cCKitinued she, "what would I not give to see Se- 
soEtiis in prison for a year, that we might save a 
little money 'in these not-to-be-equalled-for-hardness 
times!" 

Sesostris was Grattelot, and he laughed: "Softly, 
Mamma Gredel — if I were sent to prison thou 
wouldest save nothing, for I should have to go there 
at my own cost. The good times when printers 
were imprisoned went away with the Empire." 

"I wish the Empire would come back then," de- 
dared Madame Grattelot "There should be equal 
privileges for all: if a sub-editor goes to prison, a 
printer should be allowed to go too." 

At this Madame Barbelard fired up, for she was 
a stickler about her husband's prerogatives. 

"But you forget, Madame, a sub-editor runs greater 
risks, for be has to draw the sword at timesi" she 
observed with a touch of asperi^. 

"Doubtless, Madame, but Sesostris would fi^t 
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too if need were," retorted the Alsatian dame, drily; 
"and all I say is that it's hard that all the eajoy 
roent tshoiUd go to one set of parties, when there's 
room enough in those prisons for other parties if 
the Government only chose to make better laws." 

No^ie diverted the course of this delicate dis- 
pute. It was in her nature to play the peacemaker. 
I have seen her in the old times, before her hus- 
band went away, reconcile a roomiul of artists, who 
were quarrelling about aesthetic art, by setting a jug 
of beer in their midst She did something of the 
sort now by bringing out a decanter of kirsch and 
some liqueur glasses to whet our appetites. Such 
potations make tongues soft. We were still expect- 
ing John Brokenshire. The children had climbed 
on to Barbetard's huge knee, something like a cameTs 
lump in size, and were riding a cock-horse on lU 
The two lady guests, possibly struck of a sudden by 
the incongruity of vaunting the delights of imprison- 
ment in the hearing of No^ie, who was pining 
after her captive husband, fell to conversing with 
their hostess on the more congenial topic of tiil- 
dren's garments. Grattelot, pleasantly inhaling the 



2q6 a romance by ruu-ught. 

odours of good things that came from the kitcheD, 
took his stand by the mantel-shelf, and talked to 
me about my natty and "handy" verses. Hp was 
delighted with a recent sonnet of mine on a newly 
invented boo^ack. 

The half after six struck from the steeple of a 
neigbbouiing church. It was at that hour that John 
Brokenshire was due; and he never came late, for 
he regulated every movement of his by a powerfiil 
chronometer that told the days of the week and 
month, and even the changes of the moon. The 
children pricked up their ears. "L'Ami Broken- 
shire" was to them the very incarnation of Father 
Christmas, for he never failed to come with parcels 
of toys under his arms, and bags of sugar-plums in 
his pocket Was he going to be late this year, just 
for once? No, here he came. Those were his well- 
known strides on the staircase, clearing four steps 
at a time, like a girafie racing uphill. One step 
more and he would be here. 

"Le voicil" cried little Victor and his sister, 
jumping off Barbelard's knee with a loud crowing, 
and off they rushed into the passage. Another 



A ROMANCE BV RUM-UOIT. 297 

minute, and John Brokenshire, paicels, wraps, com- 
forter and all, was standing under the ndstletoe to 
be hugged and kissed. We all kissed him, men 
and women, as the fashion is in our country; and I 
promise you No^mie Leblands salute was not the 
least hearty, thou^ she did make a Utile sisterly 
blushing about it 



Imagine the lankiest of men, with cheek-bones 
the hue of red-cuirant jelly, a bay-coloured beard 
flowing over his waistcoat, a grey tweed suit delved 
about with deep pockets fore and aft, and there you 
have John Brokenshire as he appeared every day io 
the year; add a little fog that hung about his flaxen 
hair, and the bluish end of his nose, and a broad 
smile that displayed his long yellow teelh, like a 
whole game at dominoes coloured by long use, and 
you will have him as he showed himself on this 
particular occasion of Christinas festivity in our 
hospitable Parisian lodging. 

Christmas was his one day of rest in the year, 
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if rest it can be called to breakfast with an unde 
in the suburbs at eight, to attend Divine service in 
the British church at eleven, after that to lunch 
with a married sister, and to wind up with three 
hours' racing among toy-shops to bargain for the 
best sort of gifts for a legion of juvenile friends at 
retail price. But this was rest to John Brokenshire, 
comparatively speaking, for mostly he was in a hurry 
to catch express trains. Christmas was the one day 
on which he did no travelling but that which was 
done for his own pleasure, and the maintenance of 
affectionate relations with his kinsfolk and acquaint- 
ances. When he came to dine on the 25th of De- 
cember with No^ie Lebtanc, we might be sure that 
he would have the whole evening to himself, and 
not boh away between the roast and sweets, as he 
was certain to do if invited on any other day of 
any other month in the year. 

"Mcmg Dew, mes Amis, quel plaiseer d'etre ung 
peu tronqueell" exclaimed this worthy man, drawing 
a fifteen -bladed knife from one of his score of 
pockets, and beginning to cut the strings of his 
various parcels. "Only to think! pas de voyage 
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until four fifteen to-morrow morning, when I'm off 
for Lyons! Monsieur Barbelard, you seem to me 
fresh and hale; I've brou^t you a pair of furred 
slippers to wear in prison," 

"Thank you, Monsieur John," laughed the tall 
sub-editor. "You seem gay enough too; your busi- 
ness is prosperous, I hope?" 

"Business is so-so," said John Br^enriiire. 
"There are times, in this country of yours, when 
money can be hauled in wilb a net, and others 
when it has to be angled for, coin by coin, with a 
fish-hook. It depends on politics, which are shifty 
things everywhere." 

"Politics come of newspapers," remarked Gtatte- 
lot; "if people would read mwe books and fewer 
journals, it would be better for trade." 

"Not for tnji trade," said Barbelard, finishii^ bis 
kirsch. "Here's to the spread of joumaUsmr' 

"Oh, you — you'd like to be setting people by 
the ears all the year round; but they'll lock you up 
for longer than you like one of these days," eja- 
culated the fleshy Madame Grattetot 

"No, Madame, they won't lock iota up for loagei 
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than he likes; he'll retire from the business if he 
sees any signs of that," retorted Madame Barbelard. 

They were at it again, but John Brokenshire 
checked them: "Hullo, you were wrangling over that 
question last year, and the year before," said he; "I 
shall be thinking myself at Versailles, among the 
Deputies, if you don't mind, But I tell you what, 
I am hungry, and the sooner we sit down the 
better." 

"There's that goose in the kitchen squealing to 
be dished, my dear Noteiie," remarked Grattelot, 
with an enjoyable whiff. 

"Ah yes; and, No^mie, mon onfong — don't serve 
up the pudding in a soup-tureen, as you did a year 
or two ago," prayed John Brokenshire with a 
winlL 

No^mie laughed at this reminder of a bygone 
failure in preparing the national English dish. She 
retired to lend a helping hand to the servant-maid 
who had been hired for the evening from the 
RStissevr's over the way; and meanwhile our com- 
mercial friend laid out all the presents he had 
brought Ko one had been forgotten. No one — 
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for the Grattelots and Barbelards were old cronies 
•Df Brokenshire's — and it was not in his nature to 
perpetrate slips of memory. The sub-editor got his 
finred slippers; the printer's foreman a meerschaum 
pipe with a pound of Latakieh, bought while sellii^ 
'a stock of old rifles to the Turks in Asia Minor; 
Madame Barbelard had a Norwich shawl that looked 
like Cashmere, and Madame Grattelot had a piece 
of Lyons silk that looked like what it was — first-rate 
stuff, and no cheating about the dye. Then came 
the tiim of the children to be helped out of one of 
those wondrous toy boxes which our Parisian toy- 
shops send out to develop the instincts of luxury in 
the minds of French infancy. Victor was presented 
with a set of articulated soldiers, who made a mimic 
war in defending a cardboard fort; and little 
Lonisette was rendered happy with a silk-clad doll 
that could shut its eyes, and say "Mamma," like a 
very small child with a stomach-ache. I wish I 
could add the names of a number of gaudy chil- 
dren's books, illustrated by my sprightly friends MM, 
Bertall and Gr^vin; but I had scarcely time to ex- 
amine these treasures then, for J(dm Brokenshire 
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thrust sometbing into my own hands — a Russian 
leatlier puree, and a pretty full one too. Aa he did 
so, be toJd me that he had been successful in dis- 
posing of a whole sheaf of my verses. 

This was grateful news that made me redden, 

"And I've orders for a lot more. Mend Poet," 
said he, dosing that fearful knife of his with a snap. 
"A publican at Nice wants you to recommend his 
fried fish, and a pastry-cook at Aries has a notion 
that you can make his oeam-taits popular." 

"Stick to the six-foot verses, Poet — there's no- 
thing like them for printers," observed Grattelot, 
who was sucking at the amber mouthpiece of his pipe. 

"And then there's a fellow at CarcasscHine going 
to set up some cheap baths," continued Broken- 
shire, consulting a list. "As this is the first time 
the people in those parts have seen a bath-house, 
they may poke fun at the innovation unless the in- 
ventor can put the laughers on his side by some- 
thing smart in the way of an epigram, whtdi he will 
print on his prospectuses." 

"I'll do my best," said I, thinking of a rhyme 
for soap and water. 
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"But Stop a bit; th& isnt all," said ]6ha Broken- 
sMre, in that smileless way he had when giving a 
serious order that he meant to be executed widi 
care and despatdi. "I must bespeak some of your 
best quality verses ior a. tailor. This Is an extra- 
important case. Do you think you could say some- 
thing nice and kind about breeches and waist- 
coats?" 

"I happen to have a copy of tailoring tctbcs 
ready made, and only waiting to be filled up with 
the pm-chaser's name," answered 1, foraging in my 
pocket-book, 

"Good, then. But are they of your best brew?" 

"As good as 1 can write, I think; but I'll try 
better, if needful." 

"All right, then," said the Englishman; "but 
slay — well hear your verses by and by; how's the 
time for dinner — atod here's No^mie's present" 

Saying this, he laid a small square parcel by the 
side of No^mie's plate. She had ]aA entered, pre- 
ceding the servant wench who bore the soup-tureen; 
but when she would have stretched forth her hand, 
smiling, to look at the present, Brokensbire restroiiwd 

,„ „„oo8lc 
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her. "No, my dear, not now. When the plum* 
pudding comes oa, and there's a. flash of Uue lig^t 
to cheer us." 

His will was law on these occasions. If he had 
tdd us all to kneel of a row and guess conundrums, 
we would have done it Nofeiie said nothing, but 
began ladling out the smoking soup with tranquil 
acquiescence; and we all sat down, the Englishman 
laying his napkin over his knees, while we three 
{frenchmen tucked ours under our chins, French- 
wise. 

I noticed that John Brokenshire had made no 
remark yet about No^mie's husband, and she bad 
done no more than question him with a silent inter- 
rogation of her blue eyes. She knew his ways, and 
that there was nothing to be got out of him by 
pressing. If he had anything to say he would 
divulge it all in due time. For the present he was 
absorbed in his soup, and we in ours. It was the 
ridiest beef-broth flavoured with leeks, and the 
spoons seemed to dip into it lovingly of their own 
accord. Only the children had no qjpetites, being 
too much excited about their presents, and grndg- 
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ing every moment that delated them from goidg 
back to play with these tokens of John Brokenshire's 
fiiendahip. 

So this dinner of ours proceeded. And ah! my 
firiends, how I wish I had the pen of those eminent 
gastronomists, MM. Eickmann-Cbatrian, to describe 
to you what effect that succulent array of dishes 
had on our jovial minds. None other but the 
chroniclers of so many brawny feasts in the hard- 
eating country round Phalsburg could do justice to 
the splendid figure which the roast goose cut in his 
dish, stufTed as he was with chestnuts and truffles, 
and glistening with the sheenest gravy. A ring of 
well-browncd sausages surrounded him. His flesh 
was so plump that the kuife sliced deep into it, and 
the mouthfiils which you ate with the apple-sauce 
seemed to melt on the tongue. Nor must it be for- 
gotten that we bad drink enough to defy indiges- 
tion. The yellow ale of England sparkled in our 
glasses with its white wig of froth, and our own red 
vin de Grave, so petulant and mirth-compelling, 
twinkled like molten rubies. Grattelot and Barbe- 
laid drank a bottle apiece, and then polished off a 
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third between them. Their wives gnawed the drum- 
sticks, which they held in their fingers like persons 
who are not ashamed to show they are enjoying 
themselves; and buxom Madame Grattelot said that 
all this reminded her of Alsace. John Brokenshire 
stuck to his beer and made havoc among the 
sausages. At last we had enough of it, not that 
we were tired in mind, but because physical nature 
said "Hold!" No^mie helped to clear away the 
plates, and the servant wench went out to fetch the 
pudding. 

It was then that I uncorked the champagne 
bottles and filled the glasses for a toast to our 
hostcss. We always began with that, and followed 
it with one to John Brokenshire in those long 
glasses of the old fashion that show off the bubbles 
better than the modem top-heavy bowls. At this 
moment the maid marched in with the pudding, 
which she held at arms' length, laughing and shutting 
her eyes. She had set fire to it in the kitchen, and 
the flames, leaping up in forked tongues of blue, 
red, and yellow, hcked the sprig of holly on the top 
and made it crackle. The children clapped their 

t;oi,8ic 
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baqds, Etod Barbelard, exhilarated by what he had 
drunk, shouted, "Vive PAngleUrre!" There never 
was such a joyous evening. 

John Brokenshiie, however, held up a finger to 
enjoin silence. 

"May I open my parcel now?" asked Noimie 
timidly, but with a woman's curiosi^ about all 
things hidden. 

"Not yet, my dear — one moment," said John 
Brokenshire; and he looked across the table to me, 
"Poet, what did you say about having some verses 
suitable to a tailor? Mind you, it's a tailor whom I 
wish to please and honour." 

"I have the verses here," said I. "I keep a 
stock of them ready, in case of getting sudden 
orders." 

"A good plan," said our commercial friend. 

"Sometimes inspiration doesn't come when 
wanted," I explained, smoothing out my verses on 
the tablecloth. "You may be asked to rhyme to 
'blacking' when your thoughts are running on 'eau> 
de-Cologne.' What is your tailor's name?" 
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"Jalcer, an Eaglishman; but he lives in France. 
Fill up that name ia your blanks if it will scan. If 
not, contrive to make it scan." 

"It will scan," said I, drawing out a pencil. 
"Well then, read on," begged John Brokenshire. 
"This is no common matter, and we'll all listen." 



I was struck by John Brokenshire's tone — one of 
greater gravity than the circumstances seemed to 
call for. Reading aloud is not my /or(e, and I 
would have gladly passed on my verses to No^mie, 
who had a sweet musical voice, well suited to bring 
out the beauties of poetry. But she was labouring 
under the emotion of women when they suspect 
some mystery, and was not in the mood for anything 
in the nature of a public performance. So I did 
the reading myself in my best company sing-song; 
and here is the poem I read. I need hardly tell 
you it was French, but John Brokenshire has since 
translated it for me into his own tongue and given 
it a title. I dedicate it with affection and respect 
to the noble-hearted clothier whose wares it cde- 
brates. 
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Ho ccaied net Fiom hid labour, but he sud, "GoodmoTaiag, Dcighbc 

And the momiDg £Uo irue higher, and there came a forage buyer. 

It vas "New hay, four eleven; aiwl Ibe Ual year's ninety kvpd ; " 
And hi3 breeke were urotth a guinea, but had co^t him twelve aod 



When the doudi u noon grew thinner, then we took a frugal dionci. 

Apd the (tLtmct't buaooi daughter did a glass of toddy mi^r ; 
And her &ther, waxing wordy, said his legs were stiong and aturdy. 

And his breelci were worth a guinea, but had cost hiia twelve and ai 



le gODilly dishes of the little s 



But he smOBd, aud then I knew it vaa no courier of Did Nick's : 
" I'm llu ghost of Wmiam Jalter, England's famoua hrecchei-iuaki 
And my nrai are worth a Buinea, bat ihBll cost you twdve am 
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1 fiiiished reading, and gazed at m^ plate as 
authors do when they have been airing their talents 
in the family circle, and know that the applause will 
exceed their dues. 

"Bravo!" cried the whole table, children in- 
cluded; and there was a chorus of compliments from 
all save Grattelot, who deplored that I had aban- 
doned the safe path of six-foot lyrics. 

"If you write such long verses as those, you 
might just as well be doing prose," said he sententi- 
ously. 

"Hush!" exclaimed John Brokenshire. "Hand 
over the paper to me, Poet. You'll be glad to give 
it gratis (though it will be paid for, don't fear*), 
when you learn that William Jaker is a man who 
makes breeches for the President of the Republic's 
favourite valet" 

"Ah!" ejaculated Madame Grattelot admiringly. 

"An old soldier — I knew him," chimed in Barbe- 
lard. "He was one of those who stormed the Mala- 
koff Tower; but he wears black breeches and a 
white choker now, like a notary." 

* li wu paid for id Idihd — iup«rfiDA uid ■ ptrttct fit. 
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